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Never  in  the  history  of  our  maga- 
zine has  such  hearty  co-operation 
been  given  to  the  editorial  staff  by 
the  entire  school. 

We  all  know  the  old  saying,  "  In 
union  there  is  strength."  If  this 
number  of  the  V ox  succeeds,  as  we 
sincerely  hope  it  will,  in  being  at 
all  noteworthy,  it  will  prove  the 
truth  of  this  statement  beyond 
doubt. 

And  for  this  reason  we  wish  to 
thank  very  heartily  all  those  who 
have  in  any  way  aided  the  publica- 
tion of  this  paper. 


iHr.  jFaretoeU'si  iWesigage 


Let  me  congratulate  the  Editor'in-Chief ,  Assistant  Editor,  and 
the  mtinhers  of  the  staff  upon  the  very  commendable  number  of  'Vox 
Collegii  which  will  be  in  your  possession  before  your  home-going. 
May  yon  all  have  the  very  best  \ind  of  holiday  after  your  splendid 
efforts. 

Have  we  ever  as\ed  ourselves  why,  of  all  the  holiday  seasons,  we 
enjoy  the  Christmas  season  the  mosti  Is  it  perchance  because  at  this 
rime,  when  we  are  thin\ing  of  ways  of  ma\ing  others  happy,  we  are 
really  our  best  selves,  and  therefore  enjoy  life  most? 

The  Canadian  Christmas  this  year  will  surely  be  a  happy  one. 
Canadians  have  reasons  to  be  the  most  thankjul  people  in  the  world. 
Let  ris  manifest  our  gratitude  during  the  next  few  wee\s  and  through' 
out  the  coming  year  in  thinking  and  acting  for  others  in  order  that 
we  may  have  somewhat  of  the  spirit  of  Him  who  was  at  His  best 
always  and  was  only  happy  when  He  was  doing  for  others. 

On  behalf  of  Mrs.  Farewell  and  myself.  Miss  Maxwell  and  the 
members  of  the  Faculty  and  Staff  I  extend  to  each  and  every  student 
our  sine er est  good  uishes,  for  a  really  Merry  Christmas  and  a  joyous 
Jslew  Tear. 


WHAT  IS  MORE  LARGE  THAN  KNOWLEDGE  AND  MORE  SWEET? 


Most  of  us  spend  approximately  one- 
fifth  of  our  lives  in  various  educational 
institutions  progressmg  from  kindergarten 
to  university.  Would  it  not  be  appro- 
priate, therefore,  to  pause,  to  consider  the 
reason  for  our  doing  so. 

The  answer  which  comes  most  readily 
to  our  lips  is  perhaps  that  we  are  sent  by 
our  parents,  to  be  educated.  But  educa- 
tion— what  is  that?  Is  it  anythmg  more 
than  the  assimilation  of  facts — a  little  very 
crude  French;  a  confused  recollection  of 
innumerable  Latin  vocabularies;  and  some 
slight  information  as  to  Alexander's  con- 
quests or  Caesar's  Gallic  Wars? 

Is  there  no  more  than  this?  If  not, 
education  must  be  worthless.  But  on  the 
other  hand,  if  it  yields  us  wisdom,  and  a 
deeper  understanding  of  life,  and  the 
science  of  living,  it  is  to  be  desired  above 
all  other  things. 

It  is  advisable  then  to  consider  this  mat- 
ter during  our  own  school-days;  and  to 
come  to  the  realization  that  we  can  at- 
tain nothing  more  than  a  superficial 
knowledge,  if  wc  study  only  so  much  as 
is  expected  of  us,  "cramming"  so  that  we 
will  be  able  to  successfully  pass  examina- 
tions. 


The  place  of  knowledge  is  second,  not 
the  first.  It  can  never  be  an  end  in  itself 
but  is  merely  a  foundation  for  wisdom — a 
foundation  which  must  be  well  built  and 
strong,  but  must  never  be  allowed  to  stand 
as  the  completed  structure. 

"For  she  is  earthly  of  the  mind 
And  wisdom  heavenly  of  the  soul." 

No  amount  of  knowledge  alone  can 
bring  wisdom.  It  is  something  deeper, 
which  we  may  attain  if  we  will.  It  is  a 
quality  not  only  of  the  mind,  but  of  the 
will,  and  the  heart.  It  shews  itself  m  an 
understanding  and  sympathy  for  other 
people.  It  is  portrayed  in  our  character, 
for  no  one  who  has  attained  some  wis- 
dom shows  traits  of  selfishness,  or  jealousy. 
But  most  of  all  it  is  an  ability  to  use 
our  knowledge  and  understanding  in  the 
right  direction  so  that  it  reacts  on  other 
people,  to  bring  to  the  surface  the  best 
that  is  in  them. 

If  we  then  achieve  a  firm  foundation, 
and  some  slight  degree  of  wisdom  at 
school,  we  may  consider  that  we  have 
well  begun  a  broad  and  liberal  education. 

R.  E.  H. 
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It  is  our  proud  boast  that  almost  one- 
half  of  the  Vox  staff  is  composed  of  new 
girls.  For  what  could  show  more  clearly 
the  democratic  spirit  of  our  school?  Thus 
it  gives  us  a  great  deal  of  pleasure  to  wel- 
come to  our  staff: — Jessie  Paterson,  Jean 
BulHs,  Nell  Cooper,  Elizabeth  Enlow, 
Gwen  Bond,  Esther  Emery,  Eleanor  Beer, 
Anna  Speers,  Dorothea  McLelland,  and 
Florence  Semple;  and  to  thank  them  most 
cordially  for  their  assistance  and  co-oper- 
ation in  the  editing  of  this  magazine. 


SEEING  EYES. 

"Lord  give  unto  me  a  seeing  eye  and  an 
understanding  heart." 

The  man  who  prayed  that,  must  have 
been  a  poet.  His  request  was  simple;  yet 
that  request  granted  had  the  power  to  turn 
h's  earth  into  a  treasure  house  of  wonder 
and  the  human  contacts  of  the  world  into 
a  palace  of  romance.  A  force  that  may  be 
of  such  vital  significance  in  the  life  of  each 
of  us  should  be  worth  our  thought.  It  is 
great  enough  to  mean  the  difference  be- 
tween drab  humdrum  existence  and  pulsing 
multifarious  life.  Life  in  its  fullest  sense  is 
what  all  of  us  are  seeking.  Therefore  is 
not  this  possible  talisman  to  life  worthy  of 
consideration? 

An  application  may  be  made  to  girls  of 
our  own  age,  in  fact  to  girls  living  right  in 
O.L.C. 

Let  us  suppose,  just  suppose,  there  is 
someone  in  the  school  who  has  not  the  tini- 
est atom  of  the  fairy  dust  upon  her  eyes. 
Picture  her  in  company  with  a  girl  whose 
eyes  are  sensitized  to  beauty.  The  two 
walk  up  the  big  stairs  at  five  o'clock;  they 
stop;  they  look  out  the  front  windov;  and 
see  the  sun  blazing  into  the  trees  and  spires 
of  the  town.  The  first  girl  glances  and 
says  "The  sunset's  pretty  isn't  it?"  The 
other  looks  and  says  nothing,  but  her  eyes 
catch  a  glimpse  of  a  far-off  glory,  and  her 
heart  aches  in  reaHzation  of  the  wonder  of 
a  God. 

That  is  but  one  example.  The  world  is 
full  of  them  and  always  the  most  complete- 
ly satisfying  picture  lies  on  the  side  of  those 


who  have  clear  vision.  A  charred  stump 
may  be  by  turns  an  ugly  black  thing  to  be 
chopped  down  and  a  charmingly  grotesque 
silhouette  against  the  blue  of  the  sky.  An 
old  run-down  house  may  be  styled  as  dil- 
apidated or  quaint.  The  moon  may  suggest 
fairy  revels  or  the  fact  that  it  is  likely  to 
rain.  "The  world  is  so  full  of  a  number 
of  things",  and  they  all  may  be  viewed  in 
two  widely  diverging  lights! 

This  clear  vision  does  not  affect  objects 
only;  it  throws  its  spell  over  people  as  well. 
If  you  have  been  in  the  habit  of  ignoring 
some  girl  as  dull,  try  to  focus  your  eyes 
aright,  and  you  will  probably  find  that  she 
has  the  greatest  gift  for  sympathy  you  have 
ever  encountered.  You  may  have  decided 
someone  is  thoroughly  bad,  only  to  discover 
her  doing  the  very  kindest  things  under 
cover  of  her  noisiness.  If  we  develop  in 
ourselves  a  seeing  eye  we  will  find  it  much 
easier  to  carry  out  the  commandment  of 
"Loving  others  as  ourselves." 

And  now  the  matter  lies  before  us.  The 
choice  of  poverty  or  riches  in  the  beauties 
of  the  spirit  is  ours.  Shakespeare  has  told 
us  we  may  find 

"Books  in  the  running  brooks 
Sermons  in  stones,  and  good  in 
everything." 

Let  us  look  well  therefore  to  the  eyes  of 
our  spirits.  J.  P.  P. 

MERRY  CHRISTMAS 
As  the  tang  of  Autumn  grows  into  the 
nip  of  winter,  our  thoughts  turn  towards 
the  quickly  approaching  Christmas-tide, 
and  visions  assail  our  mind: — of  hurried, 
mussy  shopping  expeditions;  of  bustling, 
happy  crowds  of  people;  of  wrapping  in- 
numerable boxes;  of  children's  excitement 
as  they  hang  stockings  on  Christmas  eve; 
of  turkey  and  plum  pudding  for  dinner; 
and  best  of  all  the  merry,  joyful  spirit 
of  Christmas  pervading  in  every  home. 

Nothing  but  happiness  could  exist  in 
such  a  time  as  this,  and  yet  the  Vox  staff 
would  like  to  express  this  wish — that  every 
joy  of  Christmas-tide  may  be  yours  and 
that  this  will  prove  the  merriest  day  of 
all. 
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SCHOOL  SPIRIT  AND  OUR  VOX 

From  time  immemorial  editors,  assist- 
ant editors,  or  some  leading  figures  in  the 
school  have  written  urging  us  to  retain 
our  school  spirit,  to  display  it,  and  to  act 
according  to  it. 

But  is  there  not  a  type  of  school  spirit, 
not  quite  so  broad,  perhaps,  which  makes 
every  girl  support  the  various  organiza- 
tions, big  or  small,  within  the  school?  Let 
us  have  a  little  more  of  this. 

Our  Vox  has  a  precarious  position 
shared  by  no  other  organization  in  the 
school,  in  that  it  must  go  outside  the  school 
for  financial  support.  Our  S.  C.  M.,  our 
Athletic  Society,  and  our  classes  receive 
from  the  fees  they  impose  enough  to  cover 


all  their  expenses.  This  magazine,  how- 
ever, has  so  small  a  circulation  that  its  sub- 
scribers pay  only  one-quarter  of  the  sum 
which  is  needed  to  edit  it.  So  we  have  to 
depend  upon  our  advertisers  for  the  bal- 
ance. 

From  a  manufacturer's  or  retailer's  point 
of  view  an  advertisement  in  a  school 
magazine  is  not  a  good  investment.  But 
if  we  will,  we  can  make  it  so. 

Let  us  show  our  school  spirit  in  a  new 
way;  give  our  patronage  and  every  pos- 
sible support  to  those  who  are  the  very 
back-bone  of  our  Vox;  for  without  them 
this  book,  and  our  Year  Book  could  not 
be  realized;  and  each  year  we  will  have 
a  bigger  and  better  Vox. 
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vision 


Fairyland  is  shut  forever, 
The  ivory  gate  uncloses  never 

To  Open  Sesame! 
For  mortal  sense  that  has  groxun  dull 
To  all  earth's  splendour  uurm.crful 

Can  never  fairies  see. 


The  commonplace  beguiles  the  eyes 
Which  lose  the  glorious  mysteries 

Of  brooding  s\y  and  earth, — 
Glowing  Orion  s  belt  and  sword. 
The  seasons  flowery  wealth  outpour  d 

In  unregarded  worth. 


The  ears  the  paltry  song  rejoices 
Can  seldom  hear  the  myriad  voices 

That  echo  in  the  spring, — 
The  call  that  stirs  the  crocus  root. 
And  prompts  the  distant  fairy  flute 

Of  migrant  birds  on  wing. 

The  dimness  of  our  souls  dispell 
O  may  we  see  the  miracle 

In  all  the  things  that  be] 
For  those  aware  of  beauty  and  wonder 
Fairy  gates  shall  roll  asunder. 

They  shall  enchantment  see. 

— A.  A.  Maxwell. 
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COMPARISONS 


The  Girl  was  quite  a  rich  girl.  She  en- 
tered her  comfortable,  warmly  glowing 
home  from  the  bitter  dusk  of  the  December 
afternoon.  The  hum  of  voices  came  from 
within  the  softly  lighted  living  room.  She 
paid  no  heed,  but  flung  herself  into  the 
dim  warm  study,  where  she  threw  off  her 
coat  and  curled  up  in  a  chair  to  gaze  into 
the  crackling  fire.  Her  bright  blue  eyes 
sparkled,  she  cuddled  down  even  more  deep- 
ly and  pushed  back  her  short  golden  curls 
and  dreamed.  Dreamed,  as  every  proper 
girl  should,  of  the  future.  Her  visions  were 
perfect  in  their  beauty,  and  delightful,  and 
vast,  but  they  were  oh,  so  vague.  Her 
dreams  were  of  fame  and  the  accomplish- 
ment of  a  great  work.  In  the  picture  she 
sat  alone  with  Fame.  She  was  doing  big 
and  wonderful  things.  Suddenly  she  was 
startled  by  a  hand  on  her  shoulder.  It 
was  her  mother  who  said: 

"My  dear,  it  is  time  for  you  to — " 
But  the  girl  interrupted,  saying: 
"I  know.    It's  always  time  to  do  some- 
thing.   I  should  like  to  have  some  fun,  but 
always  it  is  time  to  do  something." 

At  this  petulance  the  vague,  beautiful 
dreams  fled  away,  for  dreams  are  very  sensi- 
tive. 

The  Other  Girl  was  very  poor.  She  had 
no  beautiful  home  to  go  to,  but  sat  upon 
the  rickety  steps  of  a  dilapidated  tenement 
house.  She  had  no  protection  against  the 
bitter  wind  which  whipped  about  her,  play- 
ing havoc  with  her  small  figure,  as  it  pinch 
ed  her  cheeks  to  a  horrid  blue,  brought 
stinging  tears  to  her  bitter  dark  eyes,  and 
tousled  her  black  hair  into  a  dishevelled 
mass.  Loud  discordant  voices  and  an 
intermingling  of  harsh  laughter  and  curses 
came  to  her  ears.  But  her  gaze  did  not 
dwell  upon  the  tumble-down  houses  on  the 
other  side  of  the  street,  nor  upon  the  smoke- 
blackened  sky  above.  She  was  dreaming, 
and  her  eyes  were  filled  with  gladness  for 
what  she  saw.  Her  dreams  were  not  match- 
lessly beautiful;  splendour  was  beyond  her. 
They  were  almost  crude  in  their  stark  sim- 
plicity, but  they  were  oh,  so  vivid.  She 
dreamed  of  a  spot  to  call  her  own,  and  a 
clean  kitchen,  and  plenty  to  cat,  and  a — ■ 


well — a  knight.  But  he  was  a  very  plain 
knight  indeed.  A  window  above  opened 
with  a  clatter  and  a  shrill  voice  howled 
"Why  be  ye  asettin  there?  Git  out  an  'rustle 
some  grub  ye  lazy  little  toad".  The  girl 
rose  in  compliance  and  her  only  reply  was 
an  unintelligible  mutter.  She  clung  fast 
to  her  dreams  however,  and  they,  being 
grateful,  stayed  by  and  helped  her  through 
her  sordid  task. 

*    *    *  * 

It  was  just  such  another  chill  December 
afternoon.  A  beautiful  fair  woman  stood 
at  the  window  of  a  poor  apartment  house, 
looking  down  at  the  common,  respectable 
street  below.  Behind  her  lay  a  tidy,  but 
by  no  means  luxurious  living  room.  The 
woman's  hands  showed  signs  of  work.  She 
seemed  to  be  unaware  of  anything  about 
her,  but  was  eagerly  searching  the  street 
for  something.  At  length  her  face  lit  up  as 
she  spied  a  tall  figure  striding  along  far 
down  the  street.  He  was  coming!  As  she 
waited  her  thoughts  wandered  back  to  that 
winter  day  so  many  years  before.  A  great 
surge  of  longing  rose  in  her — Fame!  Glory! 
why  might  they  not  be  hers?  She  deserved 
— she  could  have — it  was  her  right  to. — But 
as  a  dark  form  appeared  in  the  tiny  door- 
way the  poor  little  dreams  had  to  scamper 
off  again.    She  had  him! 

The  other  part  of  the  picture  of  that 
later  December  afternoon  lay  far  away.  It 
lay  in  a  stately  suite  of  a  famous  hotel.  A 
striking  dark  figure  sat  at  an  exquisite  desk 
littered  with  papers.  Her  pen  lay  idle  in 
her  hand.  She  looked  down  at  the  swirl- 
ing mob  below.  She  looked  far  down  the 
avenue  to  where  her  name  glittered  in  Hght. 
She  was  a  famous  woman.  But  her 
thought  were  not  of  her  success,  but  of 
those  vivid  dreams  of  long  ago.  The  vision 
of  a  home,  and  some  one  to  .love  rose  be- 
fore her.  Still — she  stood  up — her  name 
was  growing  clearer  in  the  deepening  dusk. 
It  was  like  wine  to  her  spirit.  She  was 
famous! 

jji  ^  ^ 

And  the  world  declared  them  both  com- 
pletely happy.    Well,  who  knows? 

— J.  P.  Paterson. 


THE  SENIOR  CLASS 

A  Senior  Class  is  not  built  in  a  day!  It 
IS  the  slow  work  of  many  years.  If  this  b: 
true  the  efforts  of  the  years  preceding  nine- 
teen hundred  and  twenty-four  must  have 
been  exceptionally  2;ealous,  for  the  result  is 
a  senior  class  of  such  size  and  energy  that 
it  gives  promise  of  surpassing  even  the  high 
standards  set  by  its  predecessors  of  iifty 
years. 

The  class  was  organized  early  in  October 
and  immediately  after  made  its  first  ap- 
pearance in  public.  This  was  on  the  occa- 
sion of  a  concert,  given  by  the  Jubilee  Choir 
at  the  Methodist  Church. 

In  addition  to  this,  the  Seniors  have  en- 
joyed their  customary  privilege  of  ac- 
companying the  basket  ball  team  to  Oshawa 
to  witness  the  games  with  Bishop  Bethune 
College  and  Oshawa  High  School. 

Undoubtedly  a  large  measure  of  a  class's 
success  lies  in  its  choice  of  an  executive.  In 
this  the  Senior  Class  of  1924-25  is  singular- 
ly fortunate: 

Honorary  President — Miss  Maxwell. 
Class  Teacher — Miss  Everson. 
President — Beatrice  Carruthers. 
Vice-President — Betty  Wright. 
Secretary — Grace  Elliott. 
Treasurer — Leile  Ryerson. 

Basket  ball  Representative — Leile  Ryer- 
son. 

"Vox"  representative — Eleanor  Beer. 


JUNIORS! 

''Here  and  there  and  everywhere 
Jolly  Juniors  do  and  dare!" 

The  Junior  Class  has  practically  always 
been  the  largest  class  in  the  school,  and 
this  year  is  certainly  no  exception  to  the 
rule.  In  a  class  so  large  one  finds  many 
and  varied  interests  among  the  girls.  But 
one  aim  leads  us  all.  Ever  before  us  is 
the  one  big  hope  that  we  be  the  best 
Junior  Class  that  has  yet  been.  Our  aim 
seems  high.  But  it  is  thus  we  progress 
— and,  as  year  follows  year,  we  build  up 
a  more  glorious  spirit  for  the  sake  of  our 
Alma  Mater,  O.L.C. 

As  yet  we  have  held  only  four  or  five 
meetings.  However,  quality  counts,  not 
quantity.  Each  meeting  brings  us  nearer 
our  aim.  Oh!  We  must  work  hard!  We 
have  chosen  officers,  colors  and  pins. 

The  officers  elected  have  been: 

Hon.  Pres. — Miss  Snyder. 

President — Violet  Maw. 

Vice-Pres. — Georgia  Allan. 

Secretary — Ida  Sherlock. 

Treas. — Kathleen  Jenkins. 

Vox — Anna  Speers. 

Basket-ball — Florence  Liddicott. 

The  colors  chosen  are  black,  white  and 
coral.  Our  pms  .  .  .  Next  time  you 
see  a  Junior  take  a  peek  at  the  Junior  pin. 

On  the  Friday  before  we  leave  the 
school  for  our  Christmas  holidays  we  are 
planning  to  hold  a  Junior  party  as  a  half- 
year  celebration.  What  fun  it  will  be! 
I  wish  everyone  could  come!    Oh  well! 

Merry  Christmas! 


(14) 


SOPHOMORE  CLASS 

The  Sophomore  Class  of  1924-25  began 
its  official  career  on  Oct.  2,  when  its  first 
meeting  was  held.  Amid  much  noise  and 
shouting  the  E.xecutive  for  the  year  was 
chosen.  There  is  no  better  place  than  this 
to  mention  that  this  executive  is  superlative- 
ly efficient.  The  class  colours,  chosen  un- 
animously, are  black,  mauve  and  silver. 

In  the  field  of  basket  ball  the  Sopho- 
mores under  the  management  of  Audrey 
Bradley  are  very  much  to  the  fore!  The 
first  game  of  the  season  against  Junior  B. 
provided  a  victory  for  the  Sophomores. 

The  "Sophs"  are  a"  small  class.  But  you 
know  the  little  rhyme  about  being  "Httle" 
but  wise  and  terrors  for  their  size".  The 
class  of  '24-25  is  a  living  exponent  of  these 
lines. 

Officers 
Class  Teacher — Miss  Burns. 
President — Jean  Allen. 
Vice  President — Lillian  McCormick. 
Sec.-Treas. — Dorothy  Beattie. 


FRESHMEN, 

If  a  warm  Saturday  should  happen  along, 
when  the  trees  are  gloriously  dressed  in 
their  brightest  colours;  how  would  you  like 
to  spend  the  day? 

We  Ereshmen  decided  that  we  would 
pack  our  baskets  for  a  picnic  and  tramp  a- 
cross  country  until  we  found  a  brook  by 
whose  side  we  might  build  a  fire.  Down 
in  a  valley  we  found  our  brook  but  the 
fire  wood  was  on  the  opposite  hank,  and  the 
brook  was  very  wide.  We  had  no  wings, 
and  Viny  was  one  of  the  crowd — What 
would  we  do?  A  bridge  of  stones  was 
soon  built  and  on  it  we  managed  to  cross 
safely,  and  while  some  gathered  wood  for 
a  fire  others  fixed  twigs  for  roasting  wein- 
ers. 

Before  leaving  we  had  time  for  songs  and 
jokes.  Best  of  all  we  liked  the  Marseillaise 
which  Lucienne  sang  for  us  in  French.  We 
stayed  as  long  as  we  could,  and  then  start- 
ed home  by  the  shortest  way  possible. 

Not  a  shadow  had  passed  across  the  sky 
to  mar  our  picnic  and  not  an  accident  had 


happened,  but  we  were  not  yet  back  at 
school — then  disaster  befell  us.  Before  us 
there  appeared  a  wide  brook  which  had  to 
be  crossed,  for  there  was  no  time  to  go  by 
another  route.  The  only  thing  to  do  was 
to  use  a  plank,  which  had  been  laid  across 
the  stream  from  bank  to  bank,  and  which 
seemed  horribly  high  and  narrow. 

Just  as  the  tower  bell  was  ringing,  the 
Freshmen,  tired  but  happy,  crept  slowly 
through  the  side  door,  and  upstairs. 

ELEMENTARY  CLASS. 

On  a  fateful  Sunday  evening  we  march- 
ed sedately  into  Chapel  and  of  course  the 
Elegant  Elementaries,  after  the  Fussy  Fresh- 
men, trailed  along  at  the  end  of  the  line. 

Little  did  we  know  then  as  we  jingled 
our  coppers,  what  was  in  store  for  us  and 
those  very  pennies  too.  But  we  learned  in 
the  course  of  the  evening  what  it  meant  to 
be  a  poor  student  with  little  or  no  pennies 
to  jingle.  Of  course  we  shan't  tell  you 
here  all  about  the  ideas  and  aims  of  the 
European  Student  Relief,  that  has  been 
done  already,  but  we  want  you  to  know 
just  how  we  raised  a  pile  of  pennies  at 
least  a  mile  high! 

Almost  before  we  had  daintily  gobbled 
our  bread  and  jam  that  Sunday  evening, 
beautiful  and  artistic  signs  appeared  upon 
the  bulletin  board.  Since  we  had  no  pock- 
ets full  of  coins  to  fling  around  with  careless 
ease,  it  was  up  to  us  to  think  and  think  and 
twiddle  our  thumbs  and  think  again  till  at 
last  a  regular  brain  wave  struck  the  barren 
shores  of  our  thoughts. 

WE  knew  the  value  of  being  alone  and 
quiet  at  moments,  we  realized  the  crying 
necessity  for  privacy — for  a  little  time  in 
which  we  might  peacefully  darn  our  sox, 
do  our  spelling  or  even  chew  our  gum. 

Can  you  guess  what  all  this  is  about?  Of 
course!  We  made  dear,  dainty,  darling 
'engaged'  signs,  some  were  big,  some  were 
little,  some  were  pretty,  some  were  not. 
Bigness — littleness,  prettiness  or  no — it 
didn't  matter — we  sold  them. 

Suddenly  the  school  took  notice  of  the 
Elegant  Elementaries  and  began  to  see  at 
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last  that  we  were  the  possessers  of  ingenu- 
ity and  initiative,  in  other  words — we  were 
Go-Getters. 

All  along  the  bulletin  board  each  class 
displayed  its  rising  thermometer.  What  joy 
was  ours  when  the  red  Hne  went  up,  up  and 
still  up  till  it  shot  over  the  line  of  given 
amount  and  at  the  moment  of  writing,  we, 
the  Elegant  Elementaries,  are  still  going 
strong! 

.Hurray  for  the  European  Student  Relief. 

Well  help  them  all  we  can  and  not  even 
a  Fussy  Freshman  or  a  Soupy  Sophomore 
will  dare  to  scorn  an  Elegant  Elementary. 

LORD  BYNG'S  VISIT. 

Anyone  entering  O.L.C.'s  halls  of  learn- 
ing  on  the  evening  of  Wednesday,  Novem- 
ber the  twenty-sixth,  would  have  perceived 
at  once  that  something  of  importance  was 
about  to  take  place.  Obviously  the  college 
was  in  the  throes  of  preparation  for  a  great 
event.  That  event  was  the  expected  visit 
of  His  Excellency  Lord  Byng  of  Vimy, 
Governor-General  of  Canada. 

The  expectations,  the  rehearsing,  the 
primping  was  not  in  vain;  for,  when,  for 
the  third  time  in  its  history  the  college  was 
honoured  by  a  Vice- Regal  visit,  the  school 
and  its  fair  inmates  presented  a  truly  fest- 
ive appearance. 

The  welcome  which  we  extended  to  their 
Excellencies  Lord  Byng  and  Lady  Byng 
may  best  be  comprehended  by  the  reading 
of  the  address  which  Beatrice  Carruthers 
presented  to  our  distinguished  visitors. 

"It  is  a  pleasure  to  welcome  you  to  On- 
tario Ladies'  College  which  for  more  than 
fifty  years  has  been  carrying  on  the  work 
of  educating  girls  and  young  women. 

During  this  period  we  have  been  privil- 
eged to  receive  in  our  Collegiate  Halls  two 
of  your  distinguished  predecessors,  the 
Earls  of  Dufferin  and  of  Aberdeen.  Both 
occasions  remain  with  us  as  most  happy 
and  inspiring  memories. 

We  greatly  appreciate  the  honour  you 
confer  upon  us  to-day,  and  we  extend  to 
you  and  her  Excellency  the  Lady  Byng 
of  Vimy,  our  most  sincere  greetings. 

We  recall  with  pride  your  splendid  lead- 


ership of  our  brave  fathers  and  brothers 
and  friends  on  the  battle  fields  of  France — 
a  leadership  which  will  forever  Hnk  your 
name  with  Canada  and  with  us.  You  and 
they  fought  there  for  ideals  high  and  noble, 
and  won.  It  was  but  seemly  that  you 
should  follow  them  across  the  seas  to  con- 
tinue your  leadership  among  them  as  the 
Representative  of  His  Most  Gracious  Ma- 
jesty the  King.  In  this  capacity  we  yield 
you  our  most  devoted  loyalty  and  respect. 

The  ideals  for  which  our  brothers  fought 
we  too  would  cherish,  and  for  their  fuller 
realization  we  too  would  sacrifice.  Ontario 
Ladies'  College  stands  for  these  ideals  and 
seeks  to  inculcate  in  the  minds  of  her  stu- 
dents a  desire  to  work  them  out  more  fully 
in  the  ever  widening  relationship  of  life. 

Your  Excellency  has  frequently  shown 
your  keen  interest  in  educational  work.  As 
a  college  we  owe  you  much  for  the  medal 
you  generously  give  each  year  for  competi- 
tion among  our  literary  students,  and  we 
should  like  to  assure  you  that  because  of 
your  visit  to-day,  your  interest  and  your 
generosity  will  have  a  still  deeper  meaning 
for  us  in  the  years  to  come. 

On  behalf  of  the  Board  of  Directors,  our 
Faculty  and  Staff  and  Student  body  we 
thank  you  for  this  kindly  visit  and  extend 
to  your  Excellencies  our  sincerest  good 
wishes  for  continued  health  and  happiness 
during  your  sojourn  among  us." 

A  few  minutes  later  as  the  great  event 
was  drawing  to  a  close  the  girls  assembled 
in  the  front  hall  with  the  words: 

"In  order  to  commemorate  this  visit  I  de- 
mand that  to-morrow  be  a  whole  holiday" 
and  the  jolly  "Good  luck!"  of  His  Excell- 
ency still  ringing  in  their  ears. 

There  is  no  danger  of  our  soon  forgetting 
the  kindly  personality  of  Lord  Byng  nor  the 
added  pleasures  brought  to  us  through  him. 

THE  CONCERT  OF  NOVEMBER  21. 

On  the  night  of  November  the  twenty- 
first  those  inmates  of  O.L.C.  who  were  for- 
tunate enough  to  possess,  in  addition  to 
dauntless  spirits,  whole  soles  and  holeless 
umbrellas,  ventured  out  into  the  darkness, 
the  wind  and  the  rain,  and  made  their  way 
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by  divers  puddles  to  the  Presbyterian 
Church.  In  due  time  they  received  their 
just  reward. 

Jessie  Alexander,  the  well-known  elocu- 
tionist, provided  the  greater  part  of  a  most 
enjoyable  and  entertaining  concert.  She 
captivated  her  audience  with  her  first  selec- 
tion and  held  it,  alternately,  on  the  verge 
of  tears,  and  in  gales  of  laughter,  until  the 
end  of  the  evening. 

Correspondingly  good  were  the  numbers 
given  by  a  talented  violinist,  a  soloist  and 
an  organist. 

HARMONY  MASONIC  CHOIR 

On  Friday,  November  28th,  those  of 
O.L.C.  who  were  not  fortunate  enough 
to  be  spending  the  evening  in  Toronto, 
wended  their  way  towards  the  Methodist 
Church,  where  an  entertainment  was 
being  given  by   the   Masonic  Harmony 


Choir,  assisted  by  Miss  Graham  and  Miss 
Ness. 

Many  were  the  excellent  numbers  given 
but  perhaps  the  "Italian  Street  Song," 
met  with  the  most  enthusiasm.  In  this 
the  leading  part  was  taken  by  Miss  Gra- 
ham, who  is  a  very  talented  soloist. 

Another  much  appreciated  number  of 
the  programme  was  that  in  which  Miss 
Butt,  the  pianist,  sang  to  her  own  accom- 
paniment. At  intervals  throughout  the 
evening  Miss  Ness  recited,  and  was  great- 
ly appreciated  by  her  audience.  The  hu- 
morous part  of  the  entertainment  was  well 
supplied  by  Mr.  Taylor,  who  gave  several 
comical  imitations  of  commonplace  inci- 
dents. 

At  the  close  of  the  programme  the  girls 
returned  to  the  college  with  a  feeling  that 
their  holiday  had  come  to  a  pleasant  close. 


NEW  GIRLS 


We  are  particularly  proud  of  our  group 
of  High  School  students  this  year,  as  it  is 
the  largest  in  the  history  of  the  school. 

Honour  Matriculants 
Leile  Ryerson — Brantford. 
Jean  Bauslaugh — Brantford. 
Anna  Speers — Winnipeg. 
Mary  Busbey — Oakville. 
Jessie  Paterson — Toronto. 
Eleanor  Beer — Toronto. 
Jean  Snider — St.  Jacob's. 
Marjorie  Snider — St.  Jacob's. 
Margaret  Coleman — Burlington. 
Muriel  Ball — Magog,  Quebec. 
Betty  Evans — Bradford,  Ont. 

High  School  Group 
1st,  2nd,  3rd,  4th  Form. 
Nancy  McGregor — Hamilton. 
Lillian  McCormick — London. 
Dorothy  Lounsbury — Hamilton. 
Helen  Williams — Oshawa. 
Gwen  Bond — Winnipeg. 


Dorothy  Beattie — Toronto. 
Jean  Johnson — Toronto. 
Betty  Gunnison — Toronto. 
Betty  Bradley — Toronto. 
Audrey  Bradley — Toronto. 
Lucienne  Arbossiere — Paris,  France. 
Nellie  Winch — Toronto,  Ont. 
Katharine  Burgess — Bala,  Ont. 
Marian  Hayman — London. 
Florence  Liddicott — London. 
Helen  Musgrove — -Niagara  Falls. 
Viola  Powell — Englehart,  Ont. 
Mary  Rodger — Toronto. 
Isabel  Aitchison — Stouffville,  Ont. 
Marian  Henderson — Montreal. 
Katharine  McCalluni — London. 
Helen  Doan — Niagara  Falls. 
Bessie  Schlenker — Chatham,  Ont. 

Commercial  Class 

Nellie  Martin — Hamilton. 

Dorothy  Beamish — Toronto. 

Viva  Armbruster-  -Edmundston,  N.B. 
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Esther  Emery — Oxbow,  Sask. 
Isabel  Beasley — Sandwich,  Ont. 
Hilda  Heximer — Niagara  Falls. 
Marguerite  Cooke — Picton,  Ont. 

They  say  "Variety  is  the  spice  of  life"  so 
the  following  are  classed  as:  Electives. 
Peggy  Fairman — Montreal. 
Agnes  Swam — Blackstock,  Ont. 
Jean  BulHs — Toronto. 
Marion  Campbell — New  York  City. 
Mrs.  Creaser — Riverport,  N.S. 

Household  Science 

Louise  Colbeck — Brantford. 

Isabel  Adams — Brantford. 

Doris  Hodgins — Shawville,  Quebec. 

.Elizabeth  Enlow — Hamilton. 

Nell  Cooper — Hamilton. 

Marjoiie  Rowen — Guelph,  Ont. 

Irene  Dawson — Bailieboro,  Ont. 

Agnes  Rodger — Toronto. 

Anne  Callahan — Huntsville,  Ont. 

Jean  Patterson — Stratford. 

Expression  Students 

Evelyn  Trick — Oshawa,  Ont. 
Miriam  McDonald — Lethbridge,  Alta. 


Entrance  Class 
Dorothy  Nicholson — Toronto. 
Vivian  Davis — St.  Catharines. 
Elizabeth  Mclnnes — Iroquois  Falls,  Ont. 
Kathleen  Coleman — Burlington. 
Elizabeth  Coleman — Burhngton. 

Day  Girls 

Marjorie  Ruddy — Whitby,  Ont.,  2nd  form 

High  School. 
Lena  Rice — Whitby,  Ont.,  Commercial. 
Eleanor  Tailing — Whitby,  Ont.,  Art  and 

Enghsh. 

Our  "7\[etv  Faculty". 

Miss  Burns — Toronto,  Assistant  Gymna- 
sium teacher,  graduate  of  Margaret 
Eaton  School,  and  one  of  our  old  girls. 

Miss  Johnson — Oshawa.  teacher  of  piano, 
graduate  of  O.L.C. 

Miss  Reeser — Markham,  Ont.,  public  school 
teacher. 

Miss  Fawcett — Belleville,  Ont.,  graduate  of 
Western  Hospital,  Toronto,  is  the  one 
who  administers  to  our  numerous  ail- 
ments. 

Miss  Williamson,  Beaverton,  graduate  of 
Varsity,  teacher  of  Moderns. 


OLD  GIRLS 

O.  L.  C.  Graduates  of  1923-24. 


Lois  Newberry,  our  last  year  Senior  Pres- 
ident, is  at  home  in  Hamilton  at  present,  but 
we  hear  that  her  plans  are  to  spend  the  win- 
ter in  the  sunny  south. 

Velma  LaFrance  is  continuing  her  music- 
al career  and  filling  successfully  the  posi- 
tion as  soloist  in  First  Methodist  Church, 
Hamilton. 

Viola  Smart  is  at  home  in  Montreal  and 
is  acting  as  chauffeur  to  her  family. 

Anne  Souter  is  devoting  her  attention  to 
music  in  Hamilton. 

Jessie  Bell  is  back  with  us  again  and  in- 
stead of  Latin  and  Algebra  is  studying  mu- 
sic. 

Norah  Holden  is  spending  most  of  her 
time  at  Davenport  Collegiate,  completing 
her  Honor  Matriculation. 


Marion  Anglin  has  attained  the  goal  of 
her  desires  and  is  attending  Queen's  Uni- 
versity. 

Pauline  Bowden  is  at  home  in  Toronto 
this  year. 

Lorna  C.  Schell,  after  a  variety  of  col- 
lege life,  is  home  in  Woodstock,  where  rid- 
ing is  proving  a  pleasant  diversion. 

Mabel  Roulston  has  been  lured  by  the 
bright  lights  of  Toroiiro,  away  from  her 
home  in  Whitby,  and  there  she  is  some 
lucky  man's  stenographer. 

Dorothy  Pitt,  known  as  "pessimistic  Pit- 
ty,"  is  at  home  improving  her  game  of 
bridge  and  is  soon  to  enter  St.  Joseph's 
Hospital. 

Helena  Richardson,  apart  from  attending 
to  her  social  obligations  in  Toronto,  and  en- 
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tertaining  week-end  guests,  not  to  mention 
winning  the  odd  tennis  championship,  is  at 
home  in  Whithy. 

Rosamund  MacCulIoch  is  attending  Vic- 
toria. We  wish  her  heaps  of  luck  in  her 
medical  studies. 

Helen  Jackson  is  at  home  in  Whitby, 
where  we  imagine  her  time  is  occupied  in 
getting  numerous  uniforms  and  such  like, 
ready  for  entering  Toronto  General  Hos- 
pital. 

Edna  Wright  has  entered  the  "  bonds  of 
matrimony"  in  fact,  she  had  quietly  done  so 
before  she  left  us  as  a  sweet  girl  graduate. 

Irma  Walker  has  joined  the  order  of 
White  Capped  Nurses  at  Sick  Children's 
Hospital,  Toronto. 

Isabel  Wilson  has  been  obliged  to  lay 
aside  her  books  for  a  year  and  have  a  com- 
plete rest.  We  all  hope  that  she  will  be 
able  to  attend  the  University  of  British  Col- 
umbia next  year. 

Ysobel  Fairfield,  after  having  changed 
her  plans  many  times,  is  going  to  Rochester 
to  take  her  three  months  Dietitian's  course 

Maude  Girvin  is  continuing  her  work  in 
Expression  at  home  in  Hamilton. 

Helen  Deroche  is  gracing  Belleville  High 
School  with  her  presence  and  is  continuing 
her  Honour  Matriculation. 

Evelyn  Ball  is  going  to  Boston  shortly  to 


I  Marriages 

MARRIAGES 
Miss  K,  Cordingly  to  Rev.  Robt.  B.  Y. 
Scott. 

Miss  Hazel  Haskett  to  Mr,  Gilford  Neal. 

Miss  Lillian  Follick  to  Rev.  Linden 
Clarke  Harvey 

Miss  Dorothy  Follett  to  Mr.  Arthur  Vic- 
tor Walker. 

Miss  Margaret  Rice  Maxwell  tc  ^4r. 
Stanley  Mealey. 

Miss  Muriel  Maw  to  Mr.  George  Rymal. 

Miss  Jean  Hamilton  to  Mr.  Alfred  Keen. 

Miss  Irene  Carse  to  Mr.  Warren  Hamil 
ton. 

Miss  Mildred  Carse  to  Mr.  Wm.  Souter. 
Miss  Jean  Leckenby  to  Mr.  Robt.  Inch. 


take  her  three  months  dietitian  course.  We 
are  not  sure  when  the  wedding  bells  will 
peal  forth  merrily. 

Isabel  Brewster. — Mr.  Brewster's  office 
now  claims  Isabel  as  one  of  its  efficient 
members;  however,  this  is  only  preparatory 
to  her  following  in  her  Dad's  footsteps  and 
being  a  lawyer. 

Marjorie  Wright  is  at  home  in  Brighton, 
no  doubt  practicing  her  culinary  art  on  the 
family. 

Ruth  Curry  is  at  home  in  St.  Lambert's, 
Quebec,  where  we  feel  sure  most  of  her 
time  is  taken  up  with  her  music. 

Madeleine  Charles  has  a  position  in  an 
office  in  New  York. 

Marjorie  Carss  is  at  home  in  Orillia,  but 
Dame  Rumour  has  it  that  she  may  return 
after  Christmas. 

Kathleen  Corrigan  is  continuing  her 
piano  and  vocal  work  and  is  also  a  member 
of  Mr.  Atkinson's  choir. 

Albina  Oberholtzer  is  with  her  sister  jn 
PefTerlaw,  and  no  definite  news  has  been 
announced  of  her  plans  for  the  future. 

Hazel  Ott  is  home  this  year,  and  we  feel 
sure  that  she  is  enjoying  her  rocking  chair 
to  the  full. 

Mae  Irwin  is  taking  her  dietitian's  work 
in  Victoria  Hospital,  London. 


Miss  Edna  Wright  to  Mr.  Jack  Suther 
land. 

Miss  Pearl  Lyons  to  Mr.  Harold  Holmes. 
DEATHS 

Hilda  Watson,  at  her  home  in  Toronto 
on  August  6th,  1924. 

Doris  McLean,  after  a  brief  illness,  on 
November  8th,  1924,  at  her  home  in  Tor- 
onto. 

Maisie  Bowman,  at  her  home  in  Leth- 
bridge,  November,  192.'^, 
BIRTHS 

To  Van  McConnell  Sabaston,  a  son. 
To  Mabel  Child  Hughes,  a  son. 
To  Helen  Luke  Cope,  a  son. 
To  Mildred  Cole  Kent,  a  son. 
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The  Legend  of  Blue  Sink 


The  rarest  gem  in  all  the  world  is  found 
in  Florida.  I  came  upon  it  one  evening  just 
at  sunset.  There  it  lay,  a  pool  of  water 
blue  as  a  sapphire.  Its  natural  setting  of 
cold,  grey  rock,  was  surrounded  by  pure, 
white  sand  dotted  with  fresh  green  palm- 
etto bushes.  Tall  pine  trees  covered  with 
gray  Spanish  moss  stretched  their  great 
boughs  upwards  to  the  sky  aglow  with  the 
tints  of  sunset.  The  glory  of  sky  and  trees 
was  reflected  in  the  calm  water.  As  the 
beauty  of  the  scene  entered  my  soul  peace 
came,  and  I  was  lulled  to  sleep  by  the  wind 
whispering  in  the  tree  tops 

There  was  a  little  cottage,  nestled  at  the 
foot  of  the  tallest  pine.  Smoke  was  curling 
up  from  the  chimney  and  within  the  cottage 
an  old  man  sat  sleeping  before  the  fire.  In 
his  dreams  he  was  back  in  Ireland  stand- 
ing beside  the  grave  of  his  wife  whose 
death  had  forced  him  to  seek  unfamiliar 
scenes.  Thinking  of  her  he  awoke  to  gaze 
at  her  living  image,  his  motherless  daugh- 
ter. 

This  girl,  Kathrine,  stood  by  the  window 
watching  the  setting  sun  paint  with  glow- 
ing colours  the  land  that  had  become  so 
dear  to  her.  By  her  side  was  Terry,  her 
father's  ward,  who  was  so  soon  to  leave 
them.  On  the  morrow  he  would  start  on 
liis  long  journey  to  the  old  home  where  he 
was  to  spend  three  years  studying.  At  the 
end  of  the  three  years  he  would  return  to 
claim  his  bride,  for  love  had  come  to  these 
two. 

Three  years  came  and  went  but  Terry 
did  not  come.  The  dear  old  father  went  to 
meet  his  wife,  leaving  his  daughter  to  wait 
alone  for  the  return  of  her  loved  one. 
When  £ve  years  passed  and  still  Terry  had 


not  come,  Kathrine  gave  up  all  hope  of 
seeing  him  again  in  this  world. 

In  her  great  hour  of  need  she  turned  to 
Mother  Nature.  One  evening,  at  sunset, 
she  went  to  sit  on  the  old  pine  log  where 
so  many  happy  hours  had  been  spent. 
Tears  came  to  ease  the  aching  heart. 
When  night  fell  there  was  a  deep  pool  be- 
side the  old  pine  log. 

The  wind  was  moaning  among  the  pine 
boughs,  sorrowing  over  the  loss  of  their 
little  playmate  when  the  boy  Terry,  now  a 
man,  returned  to  claim  his  bride.  Many 
things  had  prevented  his  return,  but  now  he 
hastened  to  receive  the  expected  welcome, 
only  to  find  the  cottage  deserted.  Perplex- 
ed and  frightened  he  sat  down  on  the  old 
pine  log  gazing  in  wonder  at  the  pool.  As 
he  sat  thinking,  the  spirit  of  the  woods,  a 
dwarf  dressed  in  green,  came  to  tell  him 
the  sad  tale. 

Night  settled  over  the  sorrowing  man. 
He  dreamed  that  Kathrine  was  beside  him 
urging  him  to  live  the  life  they  had  plan- 
ned. His  great  love  gave  him  strength  to 
pick  up  the  broken  threads  and  do  as  she 
asked.  Every  evening  at  sunset  he  came  to 
the  spot  made  sacred  by  her  love.  There 
she  came  to  him  giving  him  the  strength 
and  courage  he  needed. 

Now  he  has  left  this  life,  but  as  I  opened 
my  dream-dimmed  eyes  I  saw  them  sitting 
on  the  old  log.  When  I  looked  again  they 
had  vanished,  but  I  have  seen  them  many 
times  since.  Every  evening,  at  sunset,  they 
come  to  sit  on  that  old  pine  log  and  gaze 
at  the  sapphire  pool,  a  living  memorial  to 
their  great  love. 

Margaret  E.  Coleman. 


^^^^ 
(2  ) 


THE  RECEPTION 

Reception!!!!  What  reception?  Why 
that  given  by  the  "Athletic". 

The  new  and  old  girls  were  called  to- 
gether in  the  Concert  Hall  the  first  Friday 
evening  after  our  arrival  at  O.L.C.  When 
everyone  became  settled  and  apparently 
content  for  the  evening  Beatrice  Carruthers 
gave  a  very  interesting  reading  ''Betty  at 
the  Baseball  Game."  Following  this  were 
piano  solos,  etc.,  which  greatly  added  to  the 
enjoyment  of  the  evening.  Finally  came 
the  "amusing  stage"  when  the  old  girls 
were  given  a  paper  of  pins  and  it  fell  to 
the  new  girls  to  guess  the  old  girls'  names. 
If  she  guessed  right  she  received  a  pin.  The 
one  who  was  able  to  "capture"  the  most 
pins  was  eligible  for  a  prize.  Jean  BuUis 
being  the  worthy  winner  thus  .received  an 
O.L.C.  pin.  Then  came  the  "eats" — which 
I  am  sure  everyone  enjoyed  greatly.  The 
evening  slipped  away  quickly  and  every- 
one returned  to  her  room,  doubtless  feeing 
very  happy  in  the  fact  that  she  knew  at 


least  two  or  three  more  girls  with  whom  she 
was  to  spend  the  College  Year. 


THE  "TEA" 
Held  Saturday  afternoon,  l\[ovember  15. 

All  morning  our  "decorating  Commit- 
tee" under  the  guidance  of  Rhoda  E.  Howe 
and  Grace  Elliot  were  busied  in  pre- 
paration for  the  afternoon's  festivities.  The 
gym  was  decorated  most  artistically  in  blue 
and  blue.  The  tables  filled  one  end  of  the 
gym,  while  the  other  was  left  for  dancing. 

An  orchestra  from  Oshawa  was  busily 
playing  when  the  girls  were  allowed  to  en- 
ter at  3.30  o'clock,  and  the  fine  music  ren- 
dered soon  put  everyone  in  the  best  spirits, 
full  of  enthusiasm  for  dancing.  Between 
dances — ref  reshments . 

Dont  they  mean  a  lot? — They  seemed  to 
that  day. 

We  assured  everyone  of  a  good  time  and 
we  ourselves  are  certain  that  they  had  the 
"time  expected".    Here's  hoping — . 
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BASKET  BALL 
O.L.C.  vs.  Whnhy  High  School 

Come  to  the  game,  girls,  and  see  the 
Whitbyites — get  the  worst  of  it. 

The  afternoon  was  cool  and  the  out-door 
game  at  "Whitby  High"  seemed  most  in- 
vigorating to  both  audience  and  teams. 
The  game  commenced  at  4  o'clock,  and  ev- 
eryone was  eager  to  see  our  school  'win.' 

''Come  on  Forwards 

Hold  'er  Guards 

Play  up  centres 
Let's  go — " 

And  they  surely  did  go.  Who  won^ 
Why  we  did— 29-21. 

Lineup — Forwards,    Rhoda    E.  Howe, 
Marjorie   Snyder;    Centres,   "Spike"  Mc- 
Clennan,  Betty   Wright;    Guards,  Helen 
Bunner,  "Tote"  Adams. 
O.L.C.  vs.  Bishop  Bethune  College  (B. B.C.) 

Surely  the  Seniors  can  go — 

— Piled  into  cars  our  team  motored  to 
Oshawa,  full  of  pep  and  enthusiasm,  keen 
on  "winning." 

Once  arrived  at  B.B.C.  they  soon  were 
prepared  for  the  game,  and  took  their 
places  with  the  opposing  team  on  the  "field 
of — fame" — . 

Did  you  say  "clean  game"?  Don't  let  us 
hear  you  say  otherwise.  Again  our  team 
held  the  honors  of  victory — 26-19. 

But  just  let  me  say  here  you  cannot 
fancy  a  team  taking  a  defeat  better  than 
they.  Of  the  two  teams  I  believe  the  los' 
ers  had  the  brightest  countenance  and  more 
pleasant  smile. 

After  the  game  our  team  were  entertain- 
ed, firstly  by  refreshments,  then  by  dancing. 
In  the  turn  of  a  moment  they  had  a  "full 
fledged"  orchestra,  vigorously  playing. 

At  6.10  our  girls  were  called  upon  to 
leave,  but  w^'th  bright  spirits  in  the  hopes 
that  within  two  weeks'  time  the  return 
game  with  our  worthy  opponents  would  be 
played  here.  Welcome  Bishop  Bethune! 
Th?  finest  of  sports  who  took  their  defeat 
as  a  victory. 

2.  4,  6.  8, 

Who  do  we  appreciate? 

— Bishop  Bethune. 

Wei!  we  should  hope  so!!! 


OSHAWA  HIGH  VS.  O.L.C. 

Tuesday,  November  5th,  dawned  not 
bright  and  fair,  perhaps,  but  cloudy.  How- 
ever, what  difference  do  a  few  clouds 
make  to  a  "spirited"  team,  who  had  start- 
ed out  to  win  fame  for  the  third  time 
this  year?  Arriving  at  Oshawa  High  our 
team  were  received  by  their  "opposers" 
and  soon  everyone  was  dashing  across  to 
the  park  where  the  famous  game  was  to 
take  place. 

The  "Oshawa-ans"  could  be  heard  far 
and  near  with,  "We're  going  to  see  the 
whole  show  through."  Alas!  It  almost 
seemed  as  though  they  would  at  the  end 
of  the  third  quarter — but — now — wait  a 
minute  —  the  fourth  quarter  was  to  be 
played — and — what? — why  yes  —  proveu 
O.L.C.  once  more  victorious — ?i4-28. 

Wasn't  it  an  exciting  game? 
Line-up: — 

Forwards —  Marjorie  Snider,  Rhoda 
E.  Howe. 

Centres — "Spike"  McLennan,  "Bun- 
ny" Hodge. 

Guards — Helen  Bunner,  "Tote"  Ad- 
ams and  (Virginia  Frid) . 


FIELD  DAY 

Our  field  day  was  held  this  fall  and  was 
voted  a  most  successful  one. 

Prizes  were  donated  as  usual  to  those 
who  won  the  championships,  which  encour- 
aged the  girls  to  enter  with  interest  and  en- 
thusiasm, making  the  competitions  very 
keen. 

The  cup  donated  by  F.  L.  Farewell  was 
won  by  F.  Jean  BuUis.  The  letters  donated 
as  second  prize  were  well  won  by  Mary 
Rodger  and  Jessie  Paterson,  and  the  num- 
erals as  a  well  deserved  third  by  Nina  Ed- 
wards. 

Let's  give  three  cheers  for  the  winners. 
1—  2—  .W, 
Ti<Ter — "Hurrah" ! ! ! 

E.  E.  P. 
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The  Golden  Glove 


The  Golden  Glove  was  an  enchanted 
glove  owned  by  a  fairy  prince  called 
Merline,  a  member  of  the  Royal  family 
that  dwelt  in  the  ''Dew  Drop''  palace  of 
Fairyland.  The  glove  would  help  anyone 
if  it  were  not  a  bad  thing  that  they  wanted 
it  to  do;  but  it  was  misunderstood  and 
was  thought  to  be  an  evil  doer.  This  glove 
granted  the  request  of  the  one  in  whose 
possession  it  happened  to  be  as  long  as  a 
good  deed  was  required. 

The  Golden  Glove  was  given  to  Prince 
Merline  by  a  powerful  genii  on  his  death 
bed.  The  genii's  dying  request  was  that 
Merline  would  not  let  the  others  know 
of  what  use  the  glove  really  could  be  un' 
til  it  had  helped  him,  in  some  way,  or 
through  him,  any  one  among  his  friends. 
Prince  Merline  promised  this  and  kept  his 
promise  faithfully. 

Now  the  Prince  loved  a  beautiful  and 
charming  princess  called  Elvinda.  She 
was  a  member  of  the  Royal  family  that 
dwelt  in  the  "Sparkling"  palace  of  Fairy- 
land. Elvinda's  parents  were  opposed  to 
her  marriage  to  Prince  Merline,  because 
his  possession  of  an  enchanted  glove  was 
known  to  them  and  they  thought,  as  all 
others  did,  that  it  was  an  evil  doer. 

Now  at  a  certain  time  of  the  year  a 
star  named  "Nadine,"  passed  over  Fairy- 
land, and  over  a  bridge,  which  was  sup- 
posed to  be  enchanted,  and  was  known  as 
the  "Black  Bridge  of  Enchantment."  This 
star .  had  a  powerful  force,  and  when  it 
passed  over  the  bridge  the  bridge  whirl- 
ed about,  and  if  any  one  were  on  it  they 
would  be  whirled  away,  but  no  one  could 
tell  where,  for  no  one  had  ever  come  back 
after  being  whirled  away.  This  is  the 
reason  for  it  being  called  enchanted. 

One  evening  when  the  Prince  and  the 
Princess  were  out  riding  together,  a  small 
rabbit  crossed  their  path.  Prince  Mer- 
line saw  it  and  said  to  Elvinda,  'T  see  a 
rabbit  ahead  of  us  and  I  would  like  very 
much  to  pursue  it,  if  you,  my  darling  will 
not  be  frightened  to  continue  a  short  dist- 


ance without  me!"  She  answered,  '"Go,  dear 
go,  and  may  the  gods  speed  you." 

He  at  once  started  in  his  pursuit,  but 
just  as  he  crossed  over  the  bridge  his  horse 
stumbled  and  threw  him  off  and  so  the 
rabbit  escaped.  He  lay  stunned  for  a  few 
minutes,  but  by  the  aid  of  Elvinda,  -who 
had  seen  him  fall,  he  soon  recovered.  She 
at  once  volunteered  to  go  for  aid. 

The  star  at  the  time  was  just  over  the 
edge  of  the  bridge  and  travelling  fast. 
It  happened  that  the  princess  was  just 
nearing  the  other  side  when  the  bridge 
began  to  whirl.  Merline  saw  it  starting 
and  called  to  his  princess  to  come  back; 
but  he  was  too  late  for  he  saw  her  whirl- 
ed away,  still  on  horseback.  The  Prince 
immediately  sprang  up,  for  new  strength 
seemed  to  come  to  him  when  he  say  El- 
vinda whirled  away.  He  immediately 
mounted  his  horse  and  rode  off  quickly 
in  the  direction  that  Elvinda  had  beea 
whirled. 

He  had  gone  only  a  short  distance  when 
he  found  it  to  be  impossible  to  follow  the 
unknown  path  without  a  guide.  He  stop- 
ped his  horse  to  think  of  a  way  to  get 
Elvinda.  All  at  once  there  dawned  on 
him  the  words  of  the  dying  genii,  and  he 
at  once  pulled  from  his  pocket  the  golden 
glove  and  told  it  to  guide  the  rein  of  his 
horse  to  the  spot  where  Elvinda  had  land- 
ed. The  glove  immediately  fitted  itself 
on  his  hand  and  took  the  reins.  It  guid- 
ed the  horse  to  the  very  spot  where  the 
Princess  had  landed. 

^  ^       ^  ^ 

The  Princess  had  landed  in  a  soft  spot 
but  what  seemed  most  wonderful  of  all 
was  that  she  was  still  on  horseback  and 
was  not  hurt.  She  was  dazed  for  a 
few  minutes  after  her  swift  ride.  When 
she  was  herself  again  she  found  that  she 
had  forgotten  which  way  she  had  come 
from.  She  turned  about,  and,  much  to 
her  surprise,  she  saw  a  great  castle  and  at 
once  decided  to  inquire  there  for  the  direc- 
tion to  her  home. 
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She  rode  up  to  the  gate  and  knocked 
loudly.  Her  knock  was  answered  by  a 
negro  servant,  handsomely  dressed,  who 
ushered  her  into  the  presence  of  an  old 
man,  with  greenish  coloured  eyes,  and  a 
long,  white  beard.  He  was  immediately 
struck  by  her  beauty  and  decided  that  she 
should  be  his  wife.  He  gave  her  a  re- 
freshing meal  and  a  bed  to  rest  in  until 
morning.  She  went  to  bed  unsuspiciously, 
and  was  soon  asleep.  As  soon  as  the  wiz' 
ard  thought  she  was  safely  asleep  he  order- 
ed  all  the  windows  and  doors  to  be  locked, 
and  the  outside  gate  also. 

When  Elvinda  came  down  next  morn- 
ing she  found  a  delicious  breakfast  a- 
waiting  her.  After  breakfast  the  wicked 
wizard  told  her  that  on  the  next  morn- 
ing she  was  to  become  his  wife.  At  this 
she  became  distressed  and  rushed  vainly 
to  the  door  but  found  it  locked.  The 
negro  fastened  his  powerful  hand  on  her 
arm  and  led  her  back  to  her  room. 
She  sat  there  weeping  and  refused 
to  eat  any  of  the  tempting  dishes 
put  before  her.  She  was  just  dozing  into 
a  sleep  when  she  heard  the  outside  gate 
creak,  and,  springing  out  of  bed  and  to 
the  window,  by  the  light  of  the  lantern 
which  the  negro  held  she  saw  the  face 
of  Merline.  This  drove  away  her  fear 
and  she  dressed  and  waited,  for  she  knew 
he  would  rescue  her  in  some  way. 

The  prince  saw  the  castle  also  and  he 
rode  up  to  make  inquiries.  He  was 
ushered  into  the  presence  of  the  wizard 
and  was  told  to  rest  until  morning. 
He  was  led  into  a  bedroom  but  he  was 
no  sooner  inside  than  he  heard  the  lock 
turn  in  the  outside  of  the  door.  He  rushed 
to  the  door  but  was  too  late.  He  had  been 
in  the  room  only  a  short  time  when  he  heard 


his  captor  laughing  at  the  way  he  had  cap- 
tured both  the  prince  and  the  princess.  He 
was  very  glad  to  hear  that  he  was  in  the 
same  house  as  the  princess  for  he  knew  he 
could  find  some  way  to  get  her  out  and 
himself  also. 

He  again  fell  back  on  the  glove  for  help. 
This  time  the  glove  made  itself  invisible  and 
squeezed  under  the  door  and  flying  down 
to  the  kitchen  it  found  the  negro  servant 
there.  It  crept  into  his  pocket  and  pulled 
out  a  ring  of  keys  and  holding  them  tight 
for  fear  they  should  chinkle,  it  flew  back 
to  the  door  of  the  room  where  Merline  was. 
The  glove  fitted  one  key  after  another  into 
the  lock  until  it  found  one  that  opened  the 
door. 

The  prince  came  out,  locked  the  door  and 
put  the  keys  in  his  pocket.  He  was  about 
to  put  the  glove  there  also  when  on  a 
second  thought  he  kept  it  out  and  asked  it 
simply  and  quietly  to  lead  him  to  the  room 
in  which  Elvinda  was  imprisoned. 

He  took  the  keys  from  his  pocket  and 
finding  the  right  one  he  opened  the  door 
and  his  princess  rushed  to  his  arms.  He 
kissed  her  tenderly  and  told  her  to  place 
her  hand  in  his.  She  did  this  and  as  he 
had  requested  she  led  him  out  of  the  castle 
and  gate  with  the  help  of  the  keys,  and 
they  were  free.  The  Golden  Glove  guided 
the  horses  back  to  the  "Sparkling  Palace." 

The  day  after,  what  we  call  Christmas, 
there  appeared  in  the  public  journals,  on 
front  page,  an  announcement  which  said: 
"A  Grand  Feast  was  held  in  the  Sparkling 
Palace,  when  Princess  Elvinda  was  united 
in  matrimony  to  Prince  Merline."  A  few 
days  after  this  there  appeared  in  the  same 
journals  the  story  of  the  wonderful  doings 
of  the  "Golden  Glove." 

--N.  Winch. 
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When  Imaginations  NA/ander 


Twas  Hallowe' eii  night 
When  all  through  the  school 
hlot  a  creature  was  stirring 
For  that  was  the  rule 
'When  all  of  a  sudden 
I  pee\ed  from  our  door 
And  there,  in  the  hallway 
'Were  girls  hy  the  score. 


You  see,  it  was  this  way.  On  Hallow- 
e'en night,  oh,  about  2  a.m.,  we  had  one  of 
those  little  midnight  parties  for  which  O.L. 
C.  is  famous.  It  really  turned  out  quite  a 
success,  considering  that  Miss  Ball  had  such 
a  toothache  she  couldn't  eat  as  much  as  we 
could. 

The  party  consisted  of  the  faculty,  the 
staff,  the  various  executives  of  the  organiza- 
tions, and  refreshments  served  while  you 
wait  .  .  .  and  shiver.  It  was  held  in 
the  gymnasium. 

Oh!  Talk  about  fun!  Helen  Bunner,  our 
Honour  Club  President,  suggested  the  usu- 
al Hallowe  en  excursion  down  into  the  cel- 
lar with  the  mirror.  So  we  all  tip-toed  out 
to  the  head  of  the  cellar  steps  above  the 
Domestic  Science  Room. 


Miss  Wallace  volunteered  to  go  first  but 
declared  vigorously,  before  she  reached  the 
font  of  the  stairs,  that  it  was  all  pure  non- 
sense. Miss  Ball,  however,  suggested  that 
she  be  allowed  to  second  the  motion.  Down 
she  walked,  backwards,  holding  the  mirror 
in  front  of  her.  We  all  waited,  tense,  ex- 
(^ectant.  Just  as  she  neared  the  botton  .  . 
"O-o-o-o-o-o-o!!"  she  screamed,  and  up  she 
came,  dashing  madly. 

"I  saw  a  man's  face,"  she  cried,  "a  man, 
a  man!!" 

"Who?"  we  all  chorused,  "Who?  Who:" 
Who  was  it?" 

And  just  then  old  John  tramped  up  the 
stairs  and  told  us  all  to  go  back  to  bed  or 
we  should  be  reported  to  .  .  .  We 
wonder  who! 


MT  AIM 

To  set  my  face  to  the  eastward 
'With  never  a  hac\ward  glance. 
To  stic\  to  my  tas}{  and  press  onward 
And  ma\e  the  most  of  my  chance. 

To  smile  in  the  face  of  disaster. 

To  love  my  love  to  the  full, 

To  help  some  poor  wanderer  go  faster 

By  aiding  his  full  load  to  pull. 

To  taste  all  of  life's  to  he  tasted. 
To  give  the  first  fruits  of  my  prime 
To  feel  that  my  power's  not  been  wasted 
And  to  reach  the  goal  in  my  time. 

—J.  P.  P 
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S.C.M. — What  IS  it?  Haven  t  I  heard  of 
that  before?  No  doubt  some  of  you  had, 
but  never  had  an  opportunity  of  taking 
an  active  part,  as  member,  until  coming; 
to  O.L.C. 

Student  Christian  Movement  deals 
with  the  part  of  our  lives  which  some- 
times is  rather  neglected,  the  religious 
side.  The  more  we  study  the  great  world- 
wide movement  and  the  splendid  work 
which  it  is  doing,  the  more  anxious  we 
become  to  get  the  other  fellow  interest- 
ed in  it  also. 

This  year  we  had  the  honor  of  sending 
three  girls,  Olive  Gibson,  Grace  Elliott, 
and  Kathleen  Jenkins  to  the  Elgin  House 
Conference.  The  girls  returned  filled 
with  eagerness  to  spread  the  S.C.M.  spirit 
throughout  our  school. 

We  are  very  fortunate  this  year  in  hav- 
ing so  efficient  a  staff.  Miss  Coburn  was 
again  chosen  as  advisory  teacher.  Olive 
Gibson,  who  became  president  last  June, 
is  proving  to  be  a  very  capable  leader. 
Elizabeth  Enlow  was  elected  vice-presi- 
dent; Marion  Manning,  treasurer,  and 
Kathleen  Jenkins  secretary.  Marguerite 
Jackson  has  charge  of  the  candy,  and 
Gratia  Hodge  is  head  of  our  entertain- 
ment committee. 

This  year,  as  our  opening,  we  decided 
to  have  a  stunt  night  in  the  gym  typify- 
ing a  ''Rainy  Day  at  Elgin  House."  The 


stunts  were  most  amusing  and  very  well 
carried  out.  Beatrice  Carruthers  gave  a 
very  humorous  reading  and  Ida  Sherlock 
sang  most  delightfully.  The  "piece  de 
resistance"  of  the  evening  was  the  apple 
pie  and  ice  cream. 

We  have  had  some  very  interesting  and 
helpful  meetings  this  year.  The  first  was 
held  in  the  Concert  Hall  on  October  the 
ninth.  Miss  Coburn  talked  most  help- 
fully on  Friendship,  and  told  us,  in  her 
delightful  style,  that  beautiful  story  "The 
Other  Wise  Man."  Patricia  Gumley  sang 
and  the  meeting  was  concluded. 

On  October  the  twenty-third  we  held 
our  meeting  in  the  Common  Room,  as  it 
seemed  so  much  cosier  for  our  sing  song. 
Helen  Bunner  sang  beautifully,  and  "re- 
freshments were  enjoyed  by  all." 

On  November  the  thirteenth  we  held 
our  group  in  the  Concert  Hall,  which  was 
made  comfortable  with  cushions  and  wick- 
er arm-chairs.  Miss  Maxwell  touched 
delicately  on  the  death  of  Doris  McLean. 

Sunday,  November  the  sixteenth,  the  ex- 
ecutive met  in  Mr.  Farewell's  ofi^ice  to  dis- 
cuss the  ways  and  means  of  raising  one 
hundred  and  fifty  dollars  for  the  European 
Student  Rehef.  At  a  general  meeting, 
the  girls  responded  enthusiastically  to  our 
appeal,  and  the  amount  was  raised  with- 
out difficulty. 
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Conference 


''Here  you  are  at  last!  I  thought  you'd 
never  come.  Hurry  down  so  we  can  get 
seats!"  We  tripped  down  the  stairs  with 
our  numerous  suitcases  and  magazines, 
found  our  tram  and  seats,  and  settled  down 
for  the  journey. 

Then  we  looked  around.  The  car  was 
full  of  jolly-looking  college  people,  all 
talking  and  laughing.  We  didn't  know 
any  of  them,  but  "Gibby"  who  had  been 
up  at  Elgin  House  last  year,  said  that  we 
would  soon  become  acquainted.  And  so, 
as  we  hadn't  seen  each  other  since  June, 
we  found  a  great  deal  to  talk  about — O. 
L.C.  news  occupied  us  nearly  all  the  way. 

About  iive  o'clock  we  arrived,  were  as' 
signed  rooms  and  unpacked.  Then  we 
were  ready  for  supper;  and  how  we  were 
wishing  for  some  extra  O.  L.  C.  lungs  to 
help  out  on  our  yell!  All  the  big  uni- 
versities gave  their  yells  first,  and  after 
them  we  three  did  sound  pretty  weak! 
However,  we  did  our  very  best  for  the  old 
school. 

The  next  morning  we  woke  up  to  the 
sound  of  the  bugle  at  seven  o'clock.  Rath- 
er shiveringly  we  crawled  out  to  close  the 
windows  and  dress  for  morning  worship 
at  seven-thirty. 

Breakfast  was  at  eight,  and  then  for  the 
first  time  we  met  in  our  various  discus- 
sion groups.  There  were  seven  or  eight 
of  these,  far  more  advanced  than  the  one 
we  three  joined;  they  were  led  by  profes- 
sors from  McGill,  Toronto,  and  other 
universities.  Feeling  that  we  knew  all  too 
little,  we  joined  Miss  HiUiard's  group 
which  studied  a  Httle  book,  "Jesus  in  the 
Records,"  that  we  found  intensely  in- 
teresting. 

These  groups  lasted  from  nine  to  eleven- 
thirty.  Then  at  twelve  we  all  met  out  on 
the  grass  in  a  forum  in  which  the  subject, 
broadly,  was  "InternationaHsm."  Two 
days  were  donated  to  the  "Race"  ques- 
tion, and  you  may  be  sure  it  was  inter- 
esting, because  Otto  Kleinberg,  a  Ger- 
man Jew  from  McGill,  and  Mr.  Coubie, 


a  negro  from  Trinidad,  now  at  New  York 
City  College,  both  gave  addresses  on  this 
subject.  Mr.  Coubie,  especially,  using 
many  illustrations,  made  us  see  how  un- 
fairly the  white  people  treat  the  black, 
who  have  just  as  much  right  as  we 
to  be  free.  Kleinberg  treated  the  subject 
from  a  biological  standpoint.  Of  course 
this  was  but  one  of  the  subjects  under 
discussion;  War,  Missions,  and  several 
others  were  topics,  but  they  cannot  be 
made  interesting  here. 

Our  afternoons  were  free  to  do  as  we 
liked.  There  were  so  many  things  to  do, 
we  could  hardly  choose.  We  could  walk, 
paddle,  play  tennis  or  baseball,  swim,  or 
just  "sit."  And  one  could  always  find 
someone  in  a  similar  mood;  for  after  the 
.first  day  or  two  we  felt  that  we  knew 
everybody,  and  so  we  were  never  at  a 
loss  for  something  to  do. 

One  afternoon  there  was  a  mock  regat- 
ta— all  kinds  of  ridiculous  races.  Nearly 
everybody  was  in  bathing  suits,  and  those 
who  weren't  were  splashed  any  way.  We 
had  many  a  laugh  at  the  obstacle  race. 
The  man  would  take  the  painter  of  the 
canoe  between  his  teeth  and  his  partner 
would  swim  along  pushing  the  boat  as 
strongly  as  she  could,  and  nearly  drown- 
ing the  poor  man  with  her  attempts.  The 
tilting  was  good,  too.  Two  girls  tilted 
with  brooms  covered  with  sacking,  and 
struggled  for  ten  or  fifteen  minutes  before 
they  were  tipped. 

After  the  address  that  night  everyor"'^ 
went  out  on  the  porch  and  sang  all  sorts 
of  songs — negro  songs,  college  songs,  part 
songs,  which  sounded  so  lovely  in  the  quiet 
night.  Then  the  prizes  were  presented. 
One  prize  for  the  winner  of  the  obstacle  race 
proved  to  be  a  stick  of  gum,  another  con- 
tained six  or  seven  peanuts.  Imagine  try- 
ing to  divide  such  a  prize  among  one's 
friends! 

Saturday  was  declared  a  holiday.  Oh! 
such  splendid  plans — canoe  trip  and  land 
hike  to  culminate  in  a  big  picnic;  a  corn 
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roast  after  supper.  But  oV  Mister  Rain 
decided  otherwise,  and  such  a  dismal  look- 
ing day  as  we  awakened  to!  Foggy,dri2;' 
2,ly,  chilly  morning — a  most  discouraging 
outlook  for  a  holiday! 

But  we  had  decided  to  have  our  own 
paddle  and  long  walk,  and  have  them  we 
did.  Starting  at  ten  o'clock  we  paddled 
for  an  hour  or  so  and  landed  on  an  island. 
In  a  sheltered  spot  the  boys  built  a  fire, 
and  we  all  gathered  around  and  ate  soda 
biscuits  and  sardines  and  fancy  biscuits 
and  coffee,  an'  lots  an'  lots  of  toasted 
marshmallows,  and  then  we  laughed  and 
ate  some  more.  But  all  too  soon  we  had 
to  start  back,  and  so  the  fire  was  put  out, 
and  we  got  into  our  raincoats  and  came 
out  from  under  the  shelter  of  the  trees. 
Well  fortified  to  paddle  back  against  the 
wind,  we  reached  home  in  record  time 
and  descended  in  a  hungry  horde  upon 
the  dining-room.  And,  in  spite  of  all  we 
had  eaten  before,  we  managed  to  do  full 
justice  to  the  chicken  dinner. 

Then  there  was  a  hectic  rush — borrow- 
ing and  lending,  and  on  the  part  of  Mir. 
Love,  the  proprietor,  frenzied  requests  not 
to  ruin  all  his  furniture  and  linen,  for 
wasn't  this  the  afternoon  for  the  college 
stunts? 

Those  who  saw  the  stunts  at  the  first 
S.C.M.  party  at  school  will  have  some 
idea  of  that  afternoon.  We  three  had 
more  fun  preparing  our  stunt;  improvising 
our  costumes  out  of  the  most  incongruous 
articles,  and  (don't  tell  Mr.  Love)  very 
quietly  taking  the  curtains  off  our  win- 
dows we  made  a  mantilla  for  our  Spanish 
heroine.    We  breathed  a  long  sigh  of  re- 


lief when  our  stunt  was  over,  and  then 
began  to  enjoy  the  rest  of  the  afternoon. 
Some  of  the  stunts  were  really  clever. 

Perhaps  we  have  dwelt  so  much  on  the 
pleasure  we  derived  from  all  these  ac- 
tivities that  you  will  hold  the  belief  that 
this  was  the  greatest  thing  we  found  at 
the  conference.  It  is  true,  that  in  this  is 
carried  out  one  principle  of  S.C.M, — that 
of  fellowship  or  friendship,  and  as  such 
these  memories  are  kept  in  a  corner  of  our 
hearts. 

But  our  dearest  memories  are  those  of 
our  morning  study  groups.  Nothing  we 
may  say  can  convey  to  you  what  we  found 
in  them.  There  in  the  cool  shade  of  the 
maples,  looking  out  over  the  calm  blue 
water,  or  down  on  the  wharf  in  the  warm 
September  sunshine,  we  talked  reverent- 
ly of  Jesus  and  His  life,  and  in  such  beau- 
tiful surroundings  were  born  our  most 
precious  memories  of  confidence,  to  live  in 
our  hearts  always. 

So,  in  study  and  pleasure  the  days  pass- 
ed all  too  quickly. 

The  last  night  came.  We  had  our  last 
meeting  together.  At  ten  o'clock  we  all 
went  out  to  sit  around  a  huge  bonfire. 
We  sang  and  listened  to  the  songs  and 
readings,  and  sang  again — until  it  was  mid- 
night, and  we  must  go  home  to  sleep. 

And  as  we  walked  back  under  the  beau- 
tiful deep  blue  of  the  night  sky  with  its 
countless  golden  stars,  we  felt  the  majes- 
tic beauty  of  the  silent  night.  Its  peace 
slowly  pervaded  our  minds,  and  we  left 
conference  with  an  irradicable  memory. 
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OKTICLOS 

The  Okticlos  Club  held  a  most  successful 
tea  on  Saturday  afternoon,  October  18th. 
The  very  original  scheme  for  decoration — 
"If  winter  comes,  can  spring  be  far  behind" 
— was  beautifully  carried  out. 

In  the  Common  room  were  masses  of 
autumn  leaves,  and  everything  was  brown, 
and  showing  signs  of  approaching  winter. 
While,  "not  far  behind" — m  fact,  just 
across  the  hall,  the  Drawing  room  was 
bright  and  gay  with  flowers.  There  were 
even  whole  trees,  covered  with  cherry  blos- 
soms, rising  mysteriously  out  of  hardwood 
floors!  But,  if  one  gave  an  extra  peep — she 
might  discover  that  the  "tree"  was  rooted 
in  some  poor  unfortunate  girl's  waste-paper 
basket, — but  there — Fm  telling  the  "tricks 
of  the  trade,"  am  I  not?  and  that  I  don't 
mean  to  do,  but  just  to  say  what  a  real  suc- 
cess the  tea  was,  both  financiallv  and  social- 

ly- 


RECITAL 

We  were  so  delighted  to  have  a  most  un- 
usual (for  O.L.C.)  recital  on  Wednesday 
evening,  October  29th.  Mr.  Campbell  Mc- 
Innis  and  Dr.  Healy  Willan  came  down  to 
inspire  us  with  folk  songs. — And  truly— - 
they  did!  For  from  the  minute  Mr.  Mcln- 
n's  commenced  speaking,  he  must  have  felt 


that  we — the  audience — were  his  for  as 
long  as  he  would  have  us! 

He  told  us  of  some  most  interesting,  and 
humorous  incidents  which  happened  while 
he  was  collecting  folk  songs.  When  he 
had  explained  each  item  of  the  programme, 
we  had  the  pleasure  of  listening  to  these 
delightful  little  songs  which  Mr.  Mclnnis 
interprets  so  beautifully. 

Dr.  Willan,  who  was  really  feeling  quite 
easy  all  evening  because  all  he  had  to  do 
was  accompany,  now  had  to  "sit  up  and 
take  notice,"  for  some  of  the  girls  had  sent 
in  a  request  that  he  do  some  extemporizing, 
on  some  well  known  theme.  Dr.  Willan 
felt  caught  in  a  trap  and  said  he  knew  Mr. 
Atkinson  had  put  him  there  because  they 
were  always  trying  to  "put  one  over"  each 
other.  We  gave  him  a  list  of  a  dozen  or 
more  composers,  and  he  chose  a  funny  little 
German  theme  we  all  know  well,  and  did 
the  most  wonderful  work  with  it!  He  first 
played  it  as  Bach  would  have — absolutely 
made  a  fugue  of  it!  Then  he  took  each  of 
these  composers  in  turn  and  extemporized 
after  their  own  peculiar .  style.  He  really 
did  it  beautifully.  After  the  recital,  some 
of  us  who  were  priv'Ieged  to  meet  the  art- 
ists retired  to  the  drawuig  room  and  foun^' 
that  they  were  really  most  interesting  ;  > 
talk  to  and  we  all  voted  a  delightful  eve-- 
ing  and  are  hoping  for  another  visit  soon. 
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CHROMATIC  CLUB 


THE  ARTS 


The  Chromatic  Club  held  the  first  meet- 
ing of  the  year  in  Mr.  Atkinson's  studio 
on  the  evening  of  September  the  twenty- 
ninth  at  eight  o'clock.  It  was  strictly  a 
business  meeting,  and  the  officers  for  the 
year  were  elected  as  follows: 

Hon.  Pres. — Miss  Meath. 

President — Grace  Elliott. 

Secretary — Viola  Curry. 

Treasurer — Eleanor  Manning. 

The  October  meeting  was  held  on  the 
twenty-seventh.  After  the  business  was 
completed  a  programme  was  given  by 
members  of  the  Club. 

Lucy  Ashburne  played  "Nine  Varia- 
tions," by  Beethoven;  Alma  Cornwall, 
"San  Remo,"  by  Maurice  Telma;  Jean 
Snyder,  "Crescendo,"  by  Lasson;  Jessie 
Bell,  "Nuit  D'ete,"  by  Binet. 

After  several  games  refreshments  were 
served  and  then  Miss  Meath  kindly  play- 
ed Rigandon,  by  Macdowell  and  Prelude 
in  C  sharp  minor  by  Rachmaninoff,  which 
were  enjoyed  very  much  by  the  girls. 


This  year  the  Art  Class  is  smaller  than 
usual.  In  fact  there  are  so  few  students 
that  we  did  not  go  on  any  sketching  trips 
this  fall,  but  we  hope  that  by  spring  we 
will  be  able  to  enjoy  this  branch  of  our 
study.  Already  we  have  been  joined  by 
a  few  new  supporters.  So  cheer  up,  Arts, 
there's  still  hope  for  us. 

I  seem  to  remember  something  having 
been  said  once  or  twice  about  the  relative 
values  of  quality  and  quantity.  Be  that  as 
it  may,  either  in  spite  of  or  because  of  the 
few  students,  the  Art  Class  is  simply  excell- 
ing itself  in  its  efforts  for  the  coming  ba- 
2,aar.  We  have  excellent  traditions  in  the 
successes  of  our  predecessors,  but  we  hope 
even  to  surpass  them.  If  you  could  see  the 
vivid  blues  and  oranges  and  the  sombre 
blacks  and  violets  being  splashed  about  the 
art  room,  onto  wood  and  tin  and  silk — but 
hush!    That's  telling.    You  shall  see. 

F.  S. 


THE  SHADOW 

The  heauty  of  the  morning 
In  the  fading  mist  that  fUes, 
Is  a  glimpsing  of  the  dawning 
Is  to  come  when  each  man  dies. 

Heaven's  in  the  very  silence; 
And  o'er  yonder  rose-flushed  hill 
One  may  feel  the  shadowy  presence 
Of  that  One  who  loves  us  still. 

Oh  that  all  life's  hours  were  morning! 
Oh  could  we  hut  always  feel 
Through  the  gulf  of  doubt  that's  yawning 
Tet  that  Shadow  at  our  heel. 

But  the  road's  stretched  on  before  us, 
And  it  holds,  mayhap  some  gloom. 
Yet  though  vivid  youth  implore  us 
We  must  leave  behind  the  bloom. 

Though  the  morning  comes  not  always 
Still  its  vision  s  in  our  soul; 
There  that  Shadow  through  the  dar\  days 
Of  the  passing  years  that  roll. 

-J.  P.  P. 
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DRAMATIC  CLUB  MEETING 

The  Dramatic  Club  held  its  first  meet- 
ing Tuesday  evening,  November  26,  in 
Miss  Ball's  studio.  The  business  at  hand 
was  the  election  of  officers  for  the  coming 
year.  Ballots  were  cast  and  the  results 
were  as  follows: 

President — Beatrice  Carruthers. 

Secretary — Marguerite  Jackson. 

Treasurer — Evelyn  Trick. 

There  was  some  talk  of  using  the  mone> 
in  the  treasury  at  present,  for  the  purchase 
of  a  rug  and  picture  for  the  new  studio. 

A  very  successful  and  profitable  year  is 
predicted  for  the  club. 

At  the  first  S.  C.  M.  meeting  our  one 
and  only  senior,  of  whom  we  are  justly 
proud,  rendered  a  selection  ''At  the 
Baseball  game,"  as  only  "Bea"  can. 

Beatrice  plans  to  continue  her  work  at 
the  Emerson  School  of  Oratory,  Boston, 
next  year.  We  are  proud  to  have  our 
school  represented  by  such  an  able  member. 

On  Hallowe'en  night,  of  course  the  Ex' 
pression  department  is  asked  to  contribute 
to  the  fun.  This  Hallowe'en  they  certain- 
ly  fulfilled  their  mission  by  the  presenta- 


tion of  a  little  French  playlet,  "Ze  Moderne 
English",  by  Robert  C.  A.  Meyers.  The 
characters  in  their  quaint  old  French  cos- 
tumes, and  the  appropriate  setting,  a  hand- 
somely furnished  drawing  room,  presented 
a  pretty  picture  indeed.  Under  Miss  Ball's 
sponsorship  the  lines  took  on  new  meaning 
and  the  audience  was  sent  into  gales  of 
laughter.  The  parts  were  well  distributed 
and  even  the  most  critical  could  find  no 
flaw  in  the  presentation  of  the  little  skit. 

The  characters  were  as  follows: — 

Marquis  De  Trouville,  an  old  man  with 
a  new  language — Evelyn  Trick. 

Ralph  Random,  a  young  man  with  an 
old  habit  and  a  new  complication  in  lang- 
uage— ^Helen  Musgrove. 

Tom  Fcnchurch,  a  young  man  with  a 
new  engagement,  irrespective  of  languages 
— Jean  BuUis. 

Mrs  Random,  a  mother  with  a  new 
trouble  regarding  an  old  language — Doro- 
thea McClelland. 

Evvy,  her  daughter,  a  young  lady  with 
a  new  idea  of  an  old  language — Peggy 
Fairman. 

Marie  de  Trouville,  another  young  lady 
with  a  new  idea  of  an  old  language — Beat- 
rice Carruthers. 
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The  Household  Science  Club  held  its  first 
meeting  of  the  year  1924-5  on  October  24. 
The  following  officers  were  elected  for  the 
year: 

Honourary  President — Miss  Oaks. 

President — Audree  Gray. 

Vice-President — Georgia  Allan. 

Secretary-Treasurer — Marion  Manning. 

Chtter!  Clatter!  Clang!  Clang! 

The  old  girls  are  welcoming  the  new  girls 
into  their  noisy  life  as  "Domestics".  'Tf 
you  can't  cook  yet,  kids,  don't  be  discour- 
aged! Well  wager  that  some  day  will  find 
you  cooking  for  the  Prince  of  Wales — or 
some  other  man!  And  with  Miss  Oakes  as 
teacher — well!  She'll  show  you  just  how 
it's  done!    She  knows!" 

School  parties  need  refreshments.  Call 
on  us!    We  do  not  mind! 

"We'll  do  our  best 

You  do  the  rest!" 
And  then,  what  fun  it  all  is! 

Seriously  speaking  we  think  that  this 
would  be  an  excellent  opportunity  to  tell 
you  of  some  of  the  little  bubbles  popping 
in  our  "Old  Class  Kettle". 


On  the  eve  of  the  Okticlos  Tea,  we  wend- 
ed our  weary  way  to  the  Domestic  Room 
clad  in  our  cooking  array,  huge  aprons, 
completely  enveloping  us,  and  in  quite  a 
military  fashion  with  our  pots  and  pans. 
Such  a  delightful  oo2,y  mixture  was  begun. 

"A  bit  from  here  and  a  bit  from  there 

Measured  out  with  loving  care." 

Yes!  We  surely  intended  to  give  the  Ok- 
ticlos a  wonderful  batch  of  golden  cakes. 

But  "Pride  comes  before  a  fall!" 

It  did  that  day! 

Billowing  from  the  stove  in  which  we 
had  placed  our  dearly  beloved  cakes  poured 
forth  huge  clouds  of  smoke.  Should  we 
give  the  fire  alarm?  No!  We  might  just 
as  well  collect  our  burnt  offering  and  start 
over  again. 

"There  was  great  weeping  and  waiUng 
and  nashing  of  teeth".  But  start  again  we 
did — and  the  cakes  we  finally  gave  to  the 
Okticlos!    Delicious?    Ask  them! 

Here's  hoping  that  throughout  the  year 
we  will  win  out  in  our  difficulties  as  easily 
as  we  have  won  the  battle  with  the  cakes. 
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On  Being  Courteous 


"I  shall  pass  this  way  but  once.  Any 
good,  therefore,  that  I  may  do,  or  any 
kindness  that  I  may  show  to  any  human 
being,  let  me  do  it  now.  Let  me  not  de- 
fer  or  neglect  it,  for  I  shall  not  pass  this 
way  again."  He  who  takes  this  as  his 
motto  will  surely  be  a  true  disciple  of 
the  doctrine  of  courtesy.  For  courtesy  is 
really  the  living  of  a  life  of  service  for 
others.  That,  and  something  more,  some 
thing  almost  divine,  go  to  make  up  what 
men  call  ''courtesy."  Courtesy  is  one  of 
the  factors  which  make  the  world  go 
round  harmoniously  and  joyfully.  It  is  a 
magic  star  dust,  which  deadens  sorrow 
and  makes  happiness  sublime. 

Courtesy  is  no  respecter  of  person. 
Every  rank  of  life,  down  to  the  very  out' 
casts,  has  its  few  or  its  many,  who  belong 
to  that  select  fraternity  whose  fairy  god- 
mother is  Courtesy.  There  are  the  kings 
"by  blood  a  king,  at  heart  a  clown,"  and 
these  are  those  divine  outcasts  who  re- 
tain that  redeeming  spark.  Those  who 
possess  the  gift  have  wealth  beyond  mea- 
sure, for  they  hold  within  their  spirits 
the  talisman  to  happiness.  Saying  "Thank 
you"  and  "I  beg  your  pardon"  is  no  evi- 
dence of  courtesy.  These  are  empty, 
meaningless  forms  bearing  the  name  of  po- 
liteness. True  courtesy  is  not  a  matter  of 
form  but  of  feeling.  Politeness  comes 
from  the  mind,  courtesy  from  the  heart. 
Tennyson  says  "the  churl  in  spirit"  en- 
deavors to  "veil  his  want  in  forms."  But 
no  veil  whatsoever  will  cover  the  want  of 
courtesy,  and,  on  the  other  hand,  nothing 
will  hide  the  shining  of  its  presence. 

Many  folks  are  inclined  to  associate 
courtesy  with  kings  and  courtiers,  pomp 
and  splendour.    But  the  courtesy  we  have 


in  our  midst  to-day  has  shed  all  her  trail- 
ing robes  of  ceremony.  She  hovers  above 
us  clad  only  in  the  simple  robe  of  "  ser- 
vice" in  which  she  may  enter  the  humbl- 
est doors  in  the  land. 

Courtesy  is  made  up  of  the  httle  things. 
There  are  never  two  identical  cases.  Cour- 
tesy is  not  to  be  learned  from  a  book  of 
etiquette.  It  is  an  outward  sign  of  beauty 
within.  The  helping  hand,  the  word  of 
praise,  the  sympathetic  smile,  are  so  small 
to  you;  yet  they  make  the  world  an  infin- 
itely better  place  to  live  in. 

There  is  much  talk  of  the  value  of  cour- 
tesy. There  are  people  who  measure  this 
value  in  dollars  and  cents.  Truly,  it  has 
an  immeasurable  value  in  any  walk  of  life, 
business  or  otherwise.  Yet  to  sully  this 
attribute  by  commerciah2;ing  it  is  to  dese- 
crate holy  ground.  In  another  sense 
it  has  a  value.  The  value  of  producing  a 
better  world;  the  value  of  making  heavy 
hearts  glad;  the  value  of  helping  in  the 
time  of  trouble;  the  value  of  smoothing 
the  path  of  life.  If  all  men  followed  the 
ideals  of  the  law  of  courtesy  the  effort 
would  lead  to  world-wide  pacific  condi- 
tions. 

Courtesy  is  service.  The  joy  of  service 
comes  in  the  sense  of  having  done  your 
duty,  of  having  kept  the  faith.  No 
thought  of  reward  sullies  it.  Politeness 
is  often  mistaken  for  courtesy.  Politeness 
skims  the  surface,  but  courtesy  probes 
deep.  Courtesy  was  not  originally  of  this 
world;  even  now  it  has  a  spark  of  the 
divine.  He  who  truly  belongs  to  that  in- 
visible "Brotherhood  of  Knights  of  Cour- 
tesy" grasps  at,  and  almost  reaches  the 
Golden  Rule.  And  he  who  reaches  the 
Golden  Rule  reaches  the  ultimate. 
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The  officers  are: 

Hon.  Pres. — Miss  Scott. 
President — Edith  Playfair. 
Secretary — NelHe  Martin. 
Treasurer — Rhoda  Frid. 


One  look  at  the  Commercial  Executive  is 
enough  to  convince  even  a  casual  observer 
that  the  Class  of  1924-2?  is  an  enterpris- 
ing concern.  We  organized  quite  early  in 
the  year  and  then  settled  down  to  the  task 
of  being  a  thoroughly  exemplary  class. 

Our  first  interesting  occurrence  was  a 
spelling  match.  The  students  lined  up  in 
two  ranks,  like  soldiers  ready  for  the  fray. 
Finally  only  two  contestants,  Viva  and 
Hilda  remained.  The  pinnacle  of  excite- 
ment had  been  reached.  Some  were  de- 
pending on  Viva;  other  depended  on  Hilda. 
Hilda  went  down  on  dependent. 

The  Commercial  girls  planned  for  a  good- 
time  Saturday  on  November  22nd.  What 
a  day!  The  morning  was  spent  in  the 
Domestic  Science  room,  cooking,  stirring, 
heating,  peeling  and  washing.  In  the  af- 
ternoon we  made  a  wild  rush  to  get  ready 
for  a  drive.    We  went  north  by  "Elmcroft", 


McLaughlin's  farm,  came  to  Oshawa  and 
home  by  the  base  line.    Then  lunch. 

The  "eats"  were  delicious  and  were  en- 
joyed very  much  by  Ma  and  Pa  and  the 
Family.  Such  consternation  when  the  ice 
cream  couldn't  be  found!  Did  the  cook 
have  it?  No!  Where  had  it  gone?  After 
racing  up  and  down  stairs  it  was  finally 
found — by  the  cook  behind  an  enormous 
milk  pan  in  the  refrigerator.  Thereupon 
the  feast  was  resumed  and  came  to  a  close 
amidst  great  rejoicing. 

And  so  the  Commercial  Class  is  passing 
merrily  along  through  the  year  with  a  great 
deal  of  fun,  and  a  still  greater  deal  of  work 
— and  anyone  who  has  taken  shorthand  will 
know  it  is  work.  Through  everything  we 
do  runs  the  underlying  desire  to  make  the 
Commercial  Class  of  1924-25  a  class  to  be 
spoken  of  with  respect  by  those  who  follow 
after  us. 
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rHlHKS 


BEANS 


There's  a  magic  game,  never  twice  the  same, 
With  its  thousand  quir\s  and  l{in}{s. 

Its  a  game  to  play  when  the  sun's  away 
The  wonderful  game  of  Thin\s. 

When  your  boo\s  are  torn  and  your  dolls 
forlorn 

And  fol\s  don't  understand, 
Play  the  game  of  Thin\s,    and   in  forty 
win\s 

You'll  be  in  another  land. 

lou're  soon  afire  with  your  heart's  desire 
As  you  play  this  game  I  \now, 

So  dry  your  tears  and  away,  my  dears 
Just  follow  me  as  I  go. 

We'll  leave  the  rain,  for  Sunny  Spain 
And  figs  and  grapes  and  wine, 

And  Spanish  shops  with  gaudy  tops, — 
T^ow  wouldn't  that  he  fine? 

In  the  land  of  gold,  you're  a  miner  hold. 
As  you  count  your  wealth  with  glee. 

Let's  fill  your  chest,  with  the  very  best 
To  \eep  in  your  treasury. 

On  a  Pirate  ship,  for  a  daring  trip 
You  sail  with  your  wic\ed  crew. 

Till  the  sun  sin\s  red  in  its  ocean  bed. 
And  you  search  for  something  new. 

You've  dried  your  tears,  and  now,  my  dears. 

You  must  trundle  off  to  bed : 
But  your  dreams  are  lin\s,  with  the  game  of 
Thin\s 

And  the  spell  is  never  dead. 


To  most  people,  beans  are  simply  a  nu' 
tritive  food,  never  particularly  enjoyed, 
but  usually  appreciated.  We  realize  their 
food  value,  their  economy,  and  judge 
them  by  these  standards. 

To  the  students  of  O.L.C.,  however, 
beans  have  a  peculiar  distinction  which  to 
an  outsider  would  seem  impossible.  For 
when  we  do  not  want  them  they  are  thrust 
upon  us — and  when  we  do  want  them  we 
cannot  get  them. 

What  is  it  that  makes  these  small  veg- 
etables so  elusive?  Can  it  be  that  the 
beans  grown  in  the  vicinity  of  Whitby 
are  of  an  extraordinary  variety,  and  con- 
trol their  own  destinies? 

After  months  of  research  work  this  con- 
clusion was  arrived  at  by  a  group  of  veg- 
etarians who  were  inquiring  into  the  mat- 
ter. Some  beans  grow  on  vines! — That 
kind,  cooked  of  course,  and  steaming  hot 
in  a  big  dish,  pursue  us  from  week  to 
week,  forcing  themselves  upon  us,  until 
our  endurance  gives  out  and  in  lieu  of 
some  better  substitute  we  are  forced  to  ac- 
cept their  advances. 

The  other  variety  grow  in  cans.  These, 
because  of  the  peculiar  nature  of  their 
growth,  have  an  impenetrable  hiding 
place  to  which  no  O.L.C.  girl  has  as  yet 
found  an  entrance.  But,  the  search  for  a 
means  of  obtaining  them — like  the  search 
of  Arthur's  Knights  for  the  Holy  Grail, 
is  being  relentlessly  pursued  by  the  afore- 
said vegetarians,  and  we  wish  them  every 
success  in  their  work. 
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Our  Exchange  department  having  be- 
come a  permanent  avenue  of  intercourse  be- 
tween schools,  we  have  endeavoured  to 
strengthen  it  by  widening  our  circle  of  cor- 
respondents. 

We  take  pleasure  in  acknowledging  the 
receipt  of  many  magazines  and  letters,  both 
from  regular  and  new  correspondents.  Our 
customary  exchanges  are  like  old  friends 
which  we  look  forward  to  receiving  each 
year  with  great  interest.  The  new  ones  we 
welcome,  hoping  they  will  prove  as  bene- 
ficial to  us  as  the  others.  We  appreciate 
their  helpful  criticism  and  our  sincere  de- 
sire is  that  they  will  continue  to  exchange 
with  us  in  the  future. 

We  wish  to  acknowledge  the  following: 
Albert  College  Times,  Belleville,  Ontario. 
A  well  edited  magazine.  Your  many  pic- 
tures are  quite  interesting  but  we  do  not 
like  the  advertisements  scattered  through 
the  pages. 

The  "Tek",  Hamilton  Technical  Institute. 
A  very  interesting  paper.  The  school  news 
is  nicely  arranged,  and  your  cartoons  are 
good,  but  might  we  suggest  that  you  have 
an  index? 

McMaster  Monthly,  McMaster  Univer- 
sity. We  are  very  glad  to  receive  your 
magazine  as  one  of  our  new  exchanges,  and 
take  pleasure  in  acknowledging  it.  Your 


editonals  are  especially  worthy  of  mention. 

The  Johnian,  St.  John's  College,  Winni- 
peg, Man.  Your  poems  are  most  enjoy- 
able and  the  school  news  interesting,  but 
could  you  not  have  a  few  photographs? 

Trinity  College  School  Record,  Port 
Hope.  A  well  composed  paper  with  which 
we  are  very  pleased  to  exchange.  Your 
sports  are  indeed  well  written,  but  where 
are  your  jokes? 

College  Times,  Upper  Canada  College, 
Toronto.  A  splendid  magazine  which  we 
hardly  feel  competent  to  criticize.  Your 
tri-annual  publication  is  an  excellent  idea 
and  we  wish  you  great  success  in  the  future. 

The  Register,  Regina  College,  Regina, 
Sask.  You  semi-annual  magazine  is  a 
credit  to  you.  May  we  suggest  that  it  be 
made  a  little  longer  and  have  an  index? 

Acadia  Athenaeum,  Wolfville,  N.S.  We 
enjoy  your  magazine  especially  the  editor- 
ials. Its  many  editions  describe  your  col- 
lege life  quite  vividly.  Could  you  not  have 
a  more  impressing  cover? 

L.C.C.I.  Review,  London  Collegiate,  Lon- 
don, Ont.  A  pleasing  exchange  from  a 
well-known  collegiate.  Your  cartoons  are 
worthy  of  mention  but  the  jokes  are  poor. 

Argosy  Weekly,  Mt.  Allison,  Sackville, 
N.B.    A  well  composed  weekly  paper. 

The  Pioneer,  Brampton,  Ont.  A  paper 
of  highest  merit. 
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The  Sheaf,  U.  of  S.,  Saskatoon,  Sask. — A 
paper  which  we  are  very  pleased  to  receive. 
The  Croftonian,  Crofton   House,  Van' 


couver,  B.C.  A  well  edited  magazine. 
Your  poems  are  especially  good. 


GEOMETRY  VS.  MUSIC. 


A  play  in  one  act,  one  scene,  one  char- 
acter.  L 

(Portraying  the  difficulties  of  the  un- 
fortunate High  School  student  whose  room 
is  near  the  practice  rooms;  on  the  eve  of 
a  geometry  exam.) 

Scene.  A  small  scantily  furnished  room 
containing  bed,  dresser,  chair,  table  and 
girl.  The  girl,  who  is  our  heroine,  is 
seated  in  the  chair  in  front  of  the  table, 
which  is  used  as  a  desk.  Her  head  is 
bent  over  a  book,  from  which  she  is  ap- 
parently attempting  to  glean  some  knowl- 
edge. Her  whole  attitude  is  one  of  des- 
pair and  resignation.  From  outside  comes 
the  noise  of  innumerable  pianos,  a  medley 
of  unrecognizable  tunes,  also  the  voice  of 
one  practicing  vocal. 

Girl. — A. B.C.  is  an  isosceles  triangle 
having — 

Voice  from  practice  room — A  kiss  in 
the  dark. 


Girl. — (Putting  her  fingers  to  her  ears) 
— Prove  that  L  B=a  kiss  in — no=Angle 
C. 

From  outside — music. 

Girl—  Angle  A  B.  C=Angle  D  E  F, 
therefore — I  wonder  if  that  girl  is  play- 
ing Rachmaninoff's  prelude  or  Chopin's 
Nocturne  in  E  flat — but  let  me  see — there- 
fore Angle  A  =  Angle  C. 

But  why  prolong  the  agony.  From  page 
to  page  and  theorem  to  problem,  triangles 
intermingle  with  dominant  seventh  chords, 
and  quadrangles  with  arpegios;  until  the 
voice  is  heard  again,  singing,  "When  you 
come  to  the  end  of  a  perfect  day,"'  and  the 
girl,  who  has  become  more  desparing  and 
desperate  every  moment,  falls  limply  from 
her  chair  and  lies  prostrate  on  the  floor 
while  the  curtain  rises  and  falls  in  re- 
sponse to  the  deafening  applause  from  the 
audience. 
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GOOD  OLD  MATRIC! 


"Hie!  Haec!  Hoc!" 
(Bunny  crakes  a  joke!) 

"X+Y" 
(Kae  J.  heaves  a  sigh) 
''II  fait  doux" 
(Tricky  loudly  coo's) 
"H  01" 
(Marney  hears  the  bell) 
"Theorem  28" 
(Vi   comes  in;   she's  late.) 
"Sound  waves  travel." 
(Irish  starts  to  gabble!) 

"Me,  Te,  Se" 
(Where  is  Spike  today?) 
"1688" 
(Mr.  Farewell's  late.) 
"Shylock  and  his  knife!" 
(Betty  shows  some  life) 

"Aristocracy" 
CTwas  ancient  O.  L.  C.) 

—V.  M. 


Rhoda     (business    correspondence)  — 
Miss  Scott,  why  isn't  alright  allright? 
Miss  Scott — There  is  no  authority  for  it. 
Rhoda — But  always  is  all  right. 


bly  bone  running  down  your  back;  your 
head  sets  on  one  end  of  it,  and  you  sit 
on  the  other." 


Miss  Maxwell. — "Do  you  believe  in  the 
Devil,  Betty?" 

Betty. — -"Well,  I  think  so." 

Miss  Maxwell. — "Well,  where  is  he?" 

Betty. — -"In  you,  Miss  Maxwell." 


"Come  out  and  turn  up  please,"  said 
Spike,  inviting  the  kids  to  practice  for 
field  day.  It  was  in  October.  "The 
spring  field  day  will  be  two  weeks,"  she 
said,  taking  her  place  in  the  line  followed 
by  deafening  applause. 


Dorothy  Maw  (coming  into  a  class)  — 
"Oh,  Miss  Reesor,  we  just  caught  a 
mouse.  It  scared  me  out  of  seven  years' 
growth." 

Miss  Reeser. — -"Well!  and  you  don't 
look  any  smaller." 


Pupil  (in  shorthand) — -Why  wouldn't 
you  join  that  little  tick  at  the  beginning? 

Miss  Scott — You  wouldn't  have  any 
thing  to  tick  it  to. 


Instructor. — "Describe  the  spinal  col- 
umn." 

Student  in  Physiology. — "A  long,  wob- 


Miss  Everson — I've  started  typing. 

Cookie — Do  you  use  the  Hunt  system, 
like  we  do? 

Miss  Everson — I  don't  know.  What's 
that? 

Cookie — Oh,  we  hunt  for  the  keys,  you 
know. 


Mr.  Farewell. — "You  will  rise  as  Lord 
Byng  enters,  and  keep  on  rising  till  he 
reaches  the  platform. 
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SKETCHES  FROM  THE  LIVES  OF 
GREAT  WOMEN 

Short  and  sweet  is  President  Bea, 
OiTice  on  Main — do  call  for  tea! 

Ever  heard  of  the  Manning  twins? 
Just  the  same  as  a  couple  o'  pins! 

Betty  and  Bunny,  the  honey  B's 
Exhibiting  daily  their  dimpled  B's  knees. 

Dear  lil'  Vic — she's  quite  the  dots, 
A  general  favourite  with  little  tots. 

Spike  and  Kae  of  "Ye  Old  Firmes" 
They  press  skirts  at  "reasonable  terms". 

Curly  haired  Gige  with  ready  tongs. 
If  she  isn't  smiling  she's  singing  songs. 

Is  it  London,  and  Marge  Rowan? 
Yes!  He's  right!  She's  the  best  girl  goin'. 

Mary  and  Agnes  are  keeping  a  rat 

We  call  it  a  mouse,  but  then — that's  that! 

On  Francis  is  Marney  starting  up  work, 
As  Old  Lady  Dutch  chasing  the  dirt. 

Virginia  Frid  has  rented  the  "vie" 
The  E.  S.  R.  is  doing  the  trick. 


Doctor. — -"Can't  you  put  your  tongue 
out  a  little  farther,  Mrs.  Muggs?" 

Patient. — ^"Are  you  one  of  those  men, 
doctor,  who  thinks  there  is  no  end  to  a 
woman's  tongue?" 


"I  love  them  all  just  a  little  bit,"  cried 
Spike,  as  Rhoda  Frid,  Betty  Bradley,  Jean 
Allan,  Marjorie  Graham,  Kay  McKay, 
trailed  by  casting  appealing  glances  at 
their  dignified  idol. 


Dot.  Maw. — ^"I'm  so  excited." 

Pat  Adams. — "Tell  me  all  about  it." 

Dot. — "Don't  be  so  incurious. 


Betty  Evans  (to  Miss  Johnston) — "Are 
you  going  out  to-night? 

Miss  Johnston — -"Why,  Betty,  I  thought 
you  said  your  brother  was  away. 


Every  child  deserves  sufficient  educa' 
tion  to  enable  him  to  count  his  calories 
in  his  old  age. 
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CHOPPED  QUOTATIONS 

"In  the  spring  a  young  girl's  fancy  lightly 

turns  to  thoughts  of  sport. 
In  the  spring  a  fuller  flood  comes  down 

upon  the  tennis  court." 


"A  loaf  of  bread,  a  can  of  beans,  and  thou 
Beside  me,  eating  on  the  coverlet. 
Oh  O.L.C.  were  paradise  enow." 


"We,  standing  with  reluctant  feet 
Where  Honor  Club  and  pleasure  meet." 


If  fish  be  the  food  of  mind,  let  up." 


WOULD  YOU  BE  SURPRISED  IF: 

O.L.C.  lost  a  basketball  game? 

And  Anna  Speers  became  thin? 

Nell  Cooper  became  fat? 

Someone  did  their  French? 

Nobody  skipped  classes? 

Miss  Coburn  snubbed  Rhoda? 

If  Jean  Bullis  stopped  arguing? 

If  every  one  was  on  the  Honour  Club? 

Betty  Wright  apologized  to  Miss  Oaks. 

Kay  Jenkins  forgot  about  her  offices. 

Nancy  McGregor  didn't  wear  her  skirts 

and  hair  at  half  mast. 
Miss  Oaks  didn't  take  her  troubles  to  Miss 

Maxwell. 

Well,  stranger  things  have  happened. 


Miss  Coola  (in  Spanish,  to  Spike.)  — 
"The  strong  vowels  are  a,  e,  o,  and  u  and 
I  are  the  weak  ones." 


"It  is  better  to  be  caught,  and  skip 
Than  never  to  have  skipped  at  all." 


"Our  O.L.C.  would  be  as  sweet  by  any 
other  name. 


There  was  a  young  lady  called  Lily 
Everyone  thought  she  was  dilly, 
She  fell  madly  in  love 
With  Howe  as  the  Dove 
And  now  she's  exceedingly  silly. 


"Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  lender  be 
For  lending  loses  both  itself  and  friends, 
And  borrowing  proves  to  end  economy." 


"Dost  thou  look  back  on  classes  skipped. 
As  some  poor  mortal  in  exams. 
Who  sits  before  her  desk  and  crams 
And  finds  too  late  that  she  is  nipped." 


A  girl's  desire  must  exceed  her  privil- 
eges, or  what's  an  Honour  Club  for." 


WANTED 

— To  know  why  Miss  Merchant  is  al- 
ways late  for  meals. 

— To  know  why  the  faculty  will  not  play 
basketball. 

— To  know  why  Kay  J.  has  so  many  pic- 
tures of  Miss  Everson  in  her  room. 
— Someone  to  have  a  crush  on  Spike. 


Rhoda. — If  Spike  were  standing  on  the 
shore  and  the  tide  came  in  and  washed 
her  out,  what  would  you  do. 

Give  up?  Yes! 

Throw  her  a  cake  of  soap  to  wash  her 
back. 
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VERTICAL 


1-  23 — to  catalogue 

2-  17 — a  pronoun 

3-  37 — full   of  rough  projec- 

tions on  the  surface 

5-  99 — an  article 

6-  32 — compact 

7-  100 — a  lawyer 

9-  43 — a  virgin 

10-  22 — possessive  pronominal 

adjective. 

11-  28 — To  be  abundantly  fer- 

tile. 

13-  25 — to  be  wrong 

14-  26 — an  interjection 
18-38 — liquid  measures 

(Dutch) 
21-42 — to  widen  the  seams  of 

a  vessel  for  caulking 
29-56 — a  unit     of  Russian 

money 

35-62 — -to  grow  in  intelligence 


36-45 — a  cry  to  arrest  atten- 
tion 
41-52— to  be 

46-  89 — rheumy  and  dim 

47-  71 — a  famous    range  of 

mountains 

49-  48 — to  possess 

50-  66— further  still 

51-  67 — a  modified  form  of  .a 

swear  word 

53-  74 — comparative  magni- 

tude 

54-  95 — power  exerted 
63-87 — to  reverberate 
65-80 — a  malignant  spirit 
68-83 — a  possessive  pronoun 
76-97 — a  breed  of  cat 
70-88— a  fowl 

81-  91 — a  conjunction 

82-  93 — expressive  of  inquiry 
86-96 — to  move  as  a  fluid. 


HORIZONTAL 


1-4 — a  stringed  instrument 

5-7 — request 

8-11 — not  to  insert 

12-  98 — an  acknowledgment 

for  money 

15-  103 — devoured 

16-  19 — something  sweet 

13-  14 — a  Biblical  name 
20-104— to  ascend 

24-27 — added  for  embellish- 
ment 

29-30 — remark  (abbreviated) 
31-33 — a  girl's  name 
34-35— a  fish 

40-44 — doomed  to  perdition 
36-39 — a  famous  explorer 
45-50 — a  city  in  New  York 


51-55 — due  return 

56-57 — a  measure  of  length 

58-60— nightfall 

61-62 — a  tavern 

64-69 — to  summarize 

77-  72 — an  abyss 
73-75 — ground 

78-  79 — possessive  pronominal 

adjective 
80-83— gentle  thrusts 
84-85 — a  weapon 
87-90 — a  semi-precious  stone 
91-93— a  cheer 
94-97— of  the  cat  family 
105-106— a  prefix 
107-108 — a     combination  of 

vowels 
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Teacher. — "What  is  snow?" 
Jean  J. — ^"Popped  rain." 


Mary  Roger. — -"Agnes,  you  hang  your 
clothes  in  your  own  locker!  ! 
Agnes — "Y'yyes  yes  m'  love. 


POPULAR  HITS 

1  love  me — Jane  Merchant. 
San — Our  crushes. 

Everybody's  sweetheart  but  nobody's  gal 

— Miss  Ball. 
Home — I  want  to  go  home — Most  of  us. 
A  Smile  will  go  a  long,  long  way — Miss 

Coburn. 
Memory  Lane — Seven. 

Shall  I  Have  it  Bobbed  or  Shingled? — Miss 

WilHamson. 
Lazy — Everyone  at  7.25  a.m. 
They  go  wild,  simply  wild,  over  me — Helen 

Johnson. 

I  gotta  new  kind  o'man — Helen  Musgrove. 
Charlie  my  boy — Aileen  Purvis. 
Sweet  Little  You — Miss  Snyder. 
What'll  I  do— At  Study  Hall. 
Gibby!  Stop  Teasing  Me! — Daddy  Fare- 
well. 

Mon  Homme — Aud.  Grey. 
That  Red  Headed  Man — Bunny. 
After  the  Storm — 9.45  a.m.  Saturday. 
Maybe  Hell  Write  Me — Mail  Line. 


"The  world  is  waiting  for  the  sunrise," 
said  Rhoda,  as  we  all  waited  for  ice  cream. 


Courage  little  insect,  I  admire  you! 
Your  daring  action  proved  that  you  were 
brave. 

You  valourously  bit  me  while  I  watched 
you. 

The  path  of  glory  leads  but  to  the  grave. 


Miss  Coburn  (to  Grace) — "My,  you 
are  a  most  inteUigent  Latin  Class  to-day." 


Betty. — I  remember  your  face,  I  saw 
it  on  a  salmon  can,  you  poor  fish. 

Gige. — Yours,  too,  is  strangely  famil- 
iar; I  saw  it  on  a  milk  can,  yuh  ole  cow. 


JOKES 

A  young  man  wrote  an  exam. 
For  which  he'd  neglected  to  cram. 
So  he  put  up  a  bluff 
But  it  wasn't  enough. 
And  when  the  results  came  out  he  said 
— Pshaw  I 
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Bunny,  (reading  some  Vox  jokes  out). 
Elizabeth  Mclnnis. — ''Are  those  jokes?" 
smiling  sweetly.     "I  didn't  know." 


Tricky. — "Willie,  are  you  coming  to 
wash  now?" 

Willie — "Say,  you  ask  me  that  nearly 
every  day." 


There  was  a  young  man  of  Japan 
Whose  verses  never  would  scan. 
When  asked  why,  he'd  say: 
Forgive  me,  I  pray 

But  I  always  try  to  get  as  many  syllables 
into  the  last  line  as  I  can. 


NAMES  WE  NEVER  HEAR  TO- 
GETHER 

Virginia — H  elen . 

Nell— Rhoda. 

Edith — Isobel. 

Miss  Synder — Lucienne. 

Miss  Johnson — Peggy. 

Mannie — Jerry. 

Spike — Betty. 

Nancy — Kay. 

Kisbey — Marion. 

Betty — Lucie. 

Miss  Everson — Kay  J. 

Lid — Marie. 


This  is  a  salty  one. 

"Nipper,"  he  cried,  as  Betty  fell  over 
a  cliff. 
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Variety  is  the  Spice  of  Life  to  Louise 
Colbeck. 


Wash  Day  at  O.  L.  C. 


Dignified — Evelyn  Trick 
Early — Nina  Edwards 
Cut'up — Margaret  Coleman 
Ambitious — Marjorie  Graham 
Hustling — Helen  WiUiams 
Nervous — Elizabeth  Coleman 
Over'worked — Helen  Doan 
Puny — Anna  Spears 
Studious — Isobel  Oke 
Unsociable — Jerry  Wright 
Wicked — Jessie  Bell 
Yielding — Dorothy  Maw. 
Sensible — Marie  Ott 
Shy — Helen  Dundas 


Miss  Ball.— "Well,  I  must  be  off." 
Pupil. — -"That's  what  I  thought  when 
I  first  met  you." 


The  Presidents  for  the  different  organ' 

Irish  We  call  our  paper  the  "Chron'     i2,ations  have  been  elected  for  next  year. 

icle  "  We  feel  sure  of  a  successful  year  under 

Grace  E. — ^Well,  let's  call  ours  "E2;ra."      the  following: 

Athletic  President — ^Verna  Jones. 

 .  S.C.M. — ^Adelie  McLennan. 

Honour  Club — Nina  Edwards. 
Wanted — Three  or  four  volunteers  to        The  sororities  have  joined  together  with 
waken  the  faculty  at  first  every  morning.     Miss  Coburn  as  advisory  teacher. 
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Betty. — "Do  you  always  stutter  like  Audrey  Bradley. — "Dot,  may  I  sleep  in 
that?'  your  room  to-night?" 

Agnes. — "No'O'O-o.  Just  when  I  t-t-alk."        Dot. — -"Sure;  Fm    not  going    to  be 

there,  though. 


It  has  been  said  that    Miss    Johnson        Mrs.  Jeffrey — "What  causes  heat  and 
spends  her  time  blowing  her  pupils  up  cold?'' 
and  calling  them  down  again.  Nancy. — "The  Janitor." 


The  End 
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Presents 
with  a 
Future 

You've  heard  the  old  saying 
possibly — "  What  the  child- 
ren of  Holland  take  trouble 
in  making,  the  children  of 
England  find  pleasure  in 
breaking  "  —  referring,  of 
course,  to  Holland  made 
toys. 

But  the  same  brief  existence 
awaits  many  other  gifts — all 
that  remains  of  them  after  a 
week  or  two  is  their  memory. 

Gifts  from  Ryrie-Birks,  how- 
ever, are  gifts  that  last — 
they  are  presents  with  a 
future.  Long  after  other 
gifts  have  vanished  Ryrie- 
Birks  gifts  will  be  in  con- 
stant use,  telling  the  story  of 
your  thoughtfulness  and 
good  taste. 


Ryrie-Birks 

Limited 

Diamond  Merchants.  Goldsmiths, 
Silversmiths 

Yonge  and  Temperance  Sts. 
Toronto 


maclachlan  hats 

40  BLOOR  STREET  WEST 
TORONTO 


M.  A.  MacLachlan 

Formerly  with  Tappe,  9  West  57th 
St.  and  Peggy  Hoyt,  16  East  55th 
St.,  New  York,  has  a  full  line  of 
model  hats  from  "West  Shop"  in 
New  York  City. 


HANSON 

A.rtist 
40  Bloor  Street  West 


Boyishness  — 

from  Bobbed  Hair 
to  Shoes 


This  is  the  boyish,  youthful,  smart  new  style 
that  has  made  a  hit  all  over  the  continent 
with  girls  of  all  ages.    It's  a  Walk-Over. 


Walk-Over 

Boot  Shop 

290  Yonge    St.    -  Toronto 
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For  School  and 
Gymnasium 

The  Girls'  Middy  Department  at  Eaton's 
is  fully  equipped  to  supply  all  the 
needs  of  athletic  uniforms 


r 


Middies  of  such  recognized  makes  as 
'Sailor  Maid,'  'Admiral,'  'Paul  Jones,* 
'Jack  Tar,'  in  all  regulation  styles  are 
variously  priced  from  $2.50  to  $3.95 

Pleated  gymnasium  skirts  in  Misses 
sizes,  of  fine  navy  blueserge, extra  fully 
pleated.    Price  $4.95 

Pleated  bloomers  for  basket  ball  or 
any  gymnasium  work,  made  with 
extra  fullness  in  sizes  12  to  20  years. 
Price  $2.95.  Others  in  regulation 
styles  of  botany  serge.  Price  $4.95, 


GymnasiumTunics,  sleeveless,  box  pleated  to  a  square  yoke 
with  tie  belt  of  the  material.  Sizes  6  to  14  years  and  34  to  42. 
Price  $6.95 

Cotton  Broadcloth  Blouses  to  wear  with  these  tunics,  sizes  6  to 
1 4  years,  $  1 .98  to  $2.95.    Sizes  34  to  42.   Price  $2.95. 

Regulation  grey  cotton  Tank  Suits,  $1.50. 


Middy  Department,  Fourth  Floor,  Centre 


-^T.  EATON 

TORONTO 


LIMITED 

CANADA 
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ASHLEY  &  CRIPPEN 

Photographs 


61  BLOOR  W. 

TORONTO 

Sdv  it  with  JF^ lowers 

^ooms  TLt6, 

When  you  need  Flowers  delivered 

anywhere  in  the  Hamilton 

Luncheons,  Afternoon  Teas,  Dinners 

District 

Private  Tea  Rooms  for  Committees 

Arrangements  made  for  Dances,  Dinners,  Receptions 

Send  to 

School  Fraternities,  etc. 

Jlo^rt       (Tonnon  (To. 

97  ^ongft  Street,  Toronto 

limited 

At  the  Sign  of  the  Copper  Kettle 

Phone  1 1 55           Florists  and  Nurserymen 

Established  since  1905 

69  KING  ST.  E.      -      HAMILTON,  ONT. 

7  A  IS   is  the 

world's  best 
Typewriter 


At  New  York  on  Oct.  20,  the 
World's  Professional  Championship, 
the  World's  Amatei/j  Champion- 
ship, and  the  World's  Novice  Cham- 
pionship were  won  on  the  Under- 
wood— ^for  the  19th  year. 

United  Typewriter 
Company,  Limited 

135  Victoria  St.,  Toronto 


'  I  'O  set  a  world's  best 
every  year  for  nineteen 
years  ought  to  be  proof 
enough  for  anyone  that 
the  Underwood  does  the 
most  of  the  best  work. 
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Whitby  Ladies 
Listen ! 

Do  you  get  a  heavy  weekly  allowance,  real- 
ly more  than  you  want? 
No? 

Then  you  must  want  to  know  how  to  get 
the  most  for  what  you  spend. 
Well,  when  you  buy  Tooth  Paste,  Tooth 
Powder,  Health  Salts,  Throat  Pastilles,  and 
so  on,  ask  for  and  see  that  you  get 


The  premier  line  of  PURE  HOUSEHOLD 
DRUGS. 

Manufactured  by 

Northrop  &  Lyman  Co,  Limited 

TORONTO  -  -  ONTARIO 


COPP'S  FINE  LINEN 
COPP'S  KID  FINISH 

.  CORRESPONDENCE  PAPER  . 

The  Superior  Qualities  of  these 
Papers  are  unexcelled  in  Canada 
to-day.    In  following  size: 


Salisbury 
Regina 
Large 
Octavo 


Conventional  size 
Note  size 
Large 
Square 

also 


Ask  your  Stationer  to  show  you 
Copp's  Fine   Linen  and  Kid 
Finish 

The  Copp  Clark  Co. 

Limited 

TORONTO  -  CANADA 


QUEEN'S 
Top  Draft  Stove 


MEYER  BROS. 


25  Queen  St  E. 


TPRONTO 


Phone  for  Appointment — Main  3793 
93  YONGE  STREET 

Ideal  Hair  Dressing  and  Beauty  Parlors 

PERMANENT  WAVE  SPECIALISTS 
Makers  of  all  Hair  Goods 
Massaging     Hair  Coloring 


THOMAS  LEES 
Jeweler 

Established  63  years 
Hamilton 

Dr.  Harry  J.  Hudson 


WHITBY 


JPcntlst 


PHONE  124 


ONTARIO 


SPECIALTY  SHOP 

Novelties,  Needlework,  Notions, 
etc.,  call  at 

MISS  M.  GODFREY 

Whitby,  Ont. 
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Victoria  (Tolle^e 

in  the 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO 

Founded  hy  Royal  Charter  in  1836  "for  the   general   education  of 
youth  in  the  various  branches  of  Literature  and  Science 
on  Christian  principles." 

As  one  of  the  Federated  Colleges  in  the  Faculty  of 
Arts  of  the  University  of  Toronto,  Victoria  College 
enrolls  students  in  all  courses  leading  to  the  degree  of 
Bachelor  of  Arts,  Commerce  and  Household  Science, 
and  preparatory  to  admission  to  the  Schools  of  Grad- 
uate Studies,  Divinity,  Education,  Law  and  Medicine. 


REV.  R.  P.  BOWLES,  M.A.,  D.D.,  LL.D.      C.  E.  AUGER,  B.A., 
President  Registrar 


UNUSUAL  HELPFULNESS 


N' 


OT  only  do  we  sell  good  books,  but  we  are 
also  anxious  to  help  you  get  the  right  ones. 
And  we  have  unusual  facilities  for  giving  most 
helpful  service  in  that  way. 

For  instance,  if  you  wish  to  read  on  a  special  subject,  or  to 
follow  a  special  course,  let  us  make  recommendations. 
Dr.  Lorne  Pierce,  our  literary  adviser,  is  one  of  the  best 
M  h  1-h         posted  men  in  Canada  on  already  published  books,  and  he 

May  we  fieLp  j^^^j.  facilities  for  keeping  in  touch  with  new  and 

You  ?  forthcoming  volumes. 


THE  RYERSON  PRESS 

Publishers  TORONTO  Booksellers 
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The  Sterling  Coffee 
Co.,  Limited 

TORONTO 

Wholesale  Roasters  and  Blend- 
ers of  Hig-h-Grade  COFFEES 


The  W.  T.  Pember  Stores 

Limited 

HAIR  AND  SCALP  SPECIALISTS 

Marcelling,  Curling,  Shampooing,  Manicure, 
Massage,  Shingling,  Bob-cuts,  Arching 
Eyebrows,  Hairdressing, 

Phone:  Main  2274-2275 
129  YONGE  ST.,  TORONTO 


Class  Pins  of 
Charm  and 
Brilliancy 


Are  Designed  and 
Made  by 


TROPHY-CRAFT 

LI  MIXED 

10  KING  ST.  EAST 

SEND  FOR  CATALOGUE 


When  you  give  your  friends  a  portrait 
of  yourself  taken  by 

FREELAND 

The  Photographer 

338   Yonge  Street,  Toronto 

You  may  rest  assured  that  it  will 
be  appreciated 
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Say  it  wiil)  Flowers 

ARCADE  FLORIST 
587  Yonge  St.  Arcade 

Main  1794-S         Toronto,  Ont. 


COMPLIMENTS 
of 

The  ROYAL  CONNAUGHT  HOTEL 

Hamilton,  Ont. 


A.  E.  CARTER, 


Manager 


C.  L.  Ballantyne 

Permanent  Wave 

Marcel  Wave      Water  Wave 

Shampoo 

Facial  Massage 

Manicure  or  Chiropody 

Phone  for  an  appointment. 

20  KING  ST.  E.    -  HAMILTON 

Telephone  Regent  3605 


Compliments 

of 

LEVINSON'S 
Shoe  Store 


Hamilton 


Ont. 


The  Mohawk 


ust  ONE  Dicil 


Five  tube,  tuned  radio  frequen- 
cy. One  dial  control  with  gear- 
ed Vernier  Adjustment.  Period 
Cabinet  solid  construction  and 
exquisitively  finished.  Price 
$210.00     (without  accessories). 


At  Last  it  is  Here 

The  Radio  set  that  amateurs  and  experts  alike  have 

long  dreamed  would  become  a  reality. 

No  complications.    So  simple  anyone  can  use  it 

with  absolute  satisfaction.    With  a  range  that  is 

almost    unhmited  —  local    and    distant  stations 

brought  in  with  superb  clearness. 

Your  enquiry  will  be  courteously  received  by  our 

Dealer  in  Your  Town. 

We  carrv  a  full  line  of  Radio  Accessories 

The  Otto  Higel  Co.,  Limited 

KING  &  BATHURST  ST.  -  TORONTO  CANADA 

The  Empire's  Largest  Music  Supply  House 
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When  Yuletide  bells  ring  in  the  New  Year,  borne  on  the  breeze  comes 
the  sound  of  merriment  that  clusters  round  glorious  holidays — and 
home.  For  the  countless  festivities  that  crowd  the  holidays,  new 
frocks  are  needed  and  Simpson's  are  ready  with  those  delightfully 
youthful  models  that  enhance  the  girlish  charm  of  mademoiselle  in 
her  teens.    Some  are  priced  as  low  as  $25.00. 

Robert  Simpson  W"-^ 
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The  N.  M.  Squires  Company 

31  FRONT  ST.  E.,  TORONTO 

Importers  and  Blenders 
Teas,  Coffees,  Cocoas 


James  A.  Cook  &  Son 

Limited 

Social  and  Commercial  Stationers 
Engraving  and  Embossing 

42  YONGE  ST.,  TORONTO 


Medals^  Cups,  Prizes 

for  every  event  of  a  competitive  nature 
Class  and  Fraternity  Pins  a  Feature 

James  D.  Bailey  &  Co. 

13  Yonge  St.  Arcade,  Toronto 


The  very  best  Meats 
Inspected  by  Govern- 
ment Inspectors  and 
cured  and  prepared  by 

The  SWIFT  CANADIAN  Co. 

TORONTO  LIMITED 
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"Standard"  Kitchen  Equipment 

(Heavier  and  Better  Than  the  Ordinary) 
FOR  HOTELS,  RESTAURANTS,  COLLEGES,  HOSPITALS,  ETC. 


RANGES 

BROILERS 

STEAMERS 

URNS 

TABLES 

MACHINES 

TOOLS 

UTENSILS 


OVENS 

RACKS 

PANS,  ETC. 

LAUNDRY 
DRYERS 

DISHWASHERS 

TRUCKS 

SINKS 


We  manufacture  and  carry  in  stock  the  most  complete  and  up  to-date  line  of  kitchen 
goods  in  Canada.    Send  for  Catalogue. 

GEO.  SPARROW  &  Co.,      cwch  ^swt 


Ladies — 
Listen  Again! 

At  school  or  away  from  school,  you  eagerly 
seek  knowledge.  N'est-ce  pas? 

Then  you  are  eager  to  know  what  is  best 
in  Quality  when  you  buy  Tooth  Paste,  Tooth 
Powder,  Health  Salts  and  so  on  and  you 
will  ask  for  and  see  what  you  get. 

The  premier  line  of 
PURE  HOUSEHOLD  DRUGS 


Manufacturetl  by 

Northrop  &  Lyman  Co.,  Limited 


TORONTO 


ONTARIO 


Ellis  Bros. 


Limited 


The  Gift  Shop  of 
Toronto 

96-98  YONGE  STREET 


For  more  than  three  generations  the  name 
"Ellis"  has  stood  for  reliabiHty,  quality, 
and  service  in  the  jewelry  trade  of  Canada. 

School  and  Class  Pins,  Medals,  Shields 
and  Trophies 


SEND  FOR  OUR  FREE  GIFT  BOOK 
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JOSEPH  MURPHT 
B.  W.  LOVB 


K.  C.  HAMILTON 
J.  M.  BASCOK 


Murphy,  Love,  Hamilton  and  Bascom 

INSURANCE  BROKERS 

GENERAL  AGENTS  FOR  TORONTO 
Great  American  Insurance  Company  of  New  York 
Niagara  Fire  Insurance  Company  of  New  York 

GENERAL  AGENTS  FOR  ONTARIO 
Springfield  Fire  and  Marine  Insurance  Company  of  Springfield,  Mass. 
United  States  Fire  Insurance  Company  of  New  York 

GENERAL  AGENTS  FOR     ONTARIO  AND  QUEBEC 
American  Insurance  Company  of  Newark,  N.J. 
New  York    Underwriters'  Agency 

World  Fire  &  Marine  Inaurance  Co.  of  Hartford,  C(Min. 


Robertson's 
Chocolate  Bars 

are  made  in  a  great  many  delightful  varieties  from  the 
purest  materials  obtainable 

MADE    IN  CANADA 


Rob  ertson's       -       Toronto,  Canada 
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W.   K.  COOKE 

Groceries  and  Provisions 

PHONE  21                               WHITBY.  ONT- 

SUPERIOR 

There  never  was  a  shoe  made  regardless  of 

llld  l/Ci.  idi    VX    X.UliJL     tiiClL'    CJU.l\.l    HUl/    JJC  CooCU 

and  kept  looking  new  by  applying 
"Tilley's  Polish  or  Cream" 
Complete  stock  in  all  shades  carried  by 
PEEL'S  SHOE  STORE,  WHITBY 

C.  A.  Goodfellow  &  Son 

Printers  and  Publishers 

WHITBY     -  ONTARIO 

PUIilJSHERS  OK 

THE  WHITBY  GAZETTE  &  CHRONICLE 

PRINTERS  OK 

VOX  COLLEGII    McMASTER  MONTHLY 
TRADE  JOURNALS 

and  other  periodicals 

A.  H.  ALLIN. 
Chemist  and  Druggist 

Perfumes,  Tooth  Brushes  and  Toilet  Articles. 
WHITBY,  ONT. 
Films  Developed  and  Printed 

CANADIAN  NATIONAL  RAILWAYS 

Purchase  one  way  and  return  tickets  to  and 
from  all  points  from 

J.  D.  FLUKER 

Uptown  Ticket  Agent                  Phone  36 

W.  B.  PRINGLE 
&  Co. 

Choice  Fruits  and  Groceries 
Whitby,            -  Ontario 

Thos.  B.  Jones 
Florist 

Whitby         -          -  Ontario 
Phone  224 

Phone  318                 Designs  and  Patterns 

W.  A.  Dewland 

Dry  Goods  and 
Ladies'  Ready-to-Wear 

rinp  I.aro'P  Snowronm  on  Sfronri  r  loor 
Courteous  Service  and  Values  that  cannot 
be  beaten 

WHITBY          -           -  ONTARIO 

Spruce  Villa  Ipp 

Kingston  Road,  West  of  Whitby 

Meals  and  Luncheons 
served  any  hour 
Home  Cooking 

Special  attention  to  motor  parties.  Ac- 
commodation over  night.    Week  ends  or 
by  week. 

Mrs.  R.  H.  Weddel,  Prop. 

Phone,  Bell  114                 Whitby  P.O. 

C.  F.  McGILLIVRAY,  M.B. 
Physician  and  Surgeon 

Green  Street       -  Whitby 

R.  J.  LEACH 

Druggist  Stationer 
Stationery,  Toiletries,  Hunt's  Candy 
Films  Developed  and  Printed 
Phone  37                BROCK  ST.,  WHITBY, 

MILLINERY 

All  the  season's  newest  styles 

iviisses  v^aaweii  oz,  uanaie 

STORES 

Whitby  Oshawa 
Brock  St.  N.                           King  St.  W. 

B.  B.  BEATON,  D.D.S. 

Office  Hours: 
9.00  to  12.00  a.m.  and  1.00  to  5.30  p.m. 

WHITBY,  ONTARIO 
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THE  CANDY  SHOP 

CHAS.  HAYS 
BROCK  STREET  NORTH 

Pure  home-made  candies  made  fresh  daily 
from  finest  materials. 
Caramels,  Fudges,  Taffies. 

E.  M.  BROWN 

Fancy  Goods  and 
Stationery- 
Brock  St.        -  Whitby 

J.  iVl.  xlH^lVo 

Jeweler 

College  Pins,  Souvenir  Spoons,  First  Class 
Watch  and  Jewelry  Repairing 

ODLUM'S  DRUG  STORE 

Drugs,  Stationery  and  Toilet  Requisites 
Developing,  Printing,  and  Films 

WHITBY          -  ONT. 

McINTYRE'S  HARDWARE 

Next  to  Post  Office. 
EVERYTHING  IN  HARDWARE 

E.  W.  Sisson,  D.D.S.,  L.D.S. 

Bell  Phone  294 
Office  Over  Allin's  Drug  Store 
Hours— 9.00  to  12.00  a.m.;  1.00  to  5.30  p.m. 

The  Veteran  Fruit  Store 
Choice  Fruits  and  Nuts 
Whitby             -  Ont. 
Phone  201 

NICHOLSON  &  SELDON 
Furniture  Dealers. 

WHITBY,         -  ONT. 

M.  W.  Collins'  Cash  Shoe  Store 

Neatest  Repairing  in  Town 

Dealers  in  Finest  Grades  of  Footwear 

College  Footwear  a  Specialty 

D.  MATHISON 

Fancy  Chocolates  and  Ice  Cream 
Cakes 

WHITBY,  ONT. 

J.  RUDNEY 

Tailor 

Cleaning,  Pressing  and  Repairing 

We  call  for  and  deliver 
Phone  188 

ANDREW  M.  ROSS 

GOOD  ASSORTMENT  OF  STAPLES 
AND  FANCY  DRY  GOODS 

Whitby,  Ont, 

A.  T.  Lawler 

New  Nuts,  Table  Raisins,  Figs,  Choice 
Confectionery, 
Foreign  and  Domestic  Fruios. 

TICKET  OFFICE  OF  THE 

Canadian  Pacific  Railway 

and  Ocean  Tickets;  also  agent  of  Cunard, 
Dominion,  Donaldson,  and  White  Star 
Liners 

E.  R.  BLOW 

Telephone  9                Agent,  Whitby,  Ont. 

FRED  D.  MAUNDRELL 
for 

All  kinds  of  Hardware  and 
Athletic  Goods 

JOSEPH   HEARD   &  SONS 
Bus  Line  to  all  Trains, 
Liveries  and  Motor  Cars 
at  reasonable  rates. 
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RANDOLPH  1837 


Excl 


xciusive 


IRWIN  Millinery 


91  BLOOR  STREET  WEST 


GEO.  M.  RICE 
Sporting  Goods  and  Hardware 

AT  LOWEST  PRICES 
WHITBY  ONT. 
Cantons  Taffetas  Satins 

The  Exclusive  Silk  Shoppe 

Everything  in  Silks  and  Woollens 
32  KING  ST.  W.  OSHAWA 
Flannels  Voiles  Crepes 


Lucille  Hair-Dressing 
Parlors 

23 '/2  SrMCOE  ST.  N.,  OSHAWA 
For  Appointment  Phone  815 


TURNER'S  SHOE  REPAIR 
WORKS 

All  kinds  of  repairing  done  at  lowest  prices. 
WHITBY,  ONT. 

FLOWERS 

The  Language  of  Love  and 
Friendship 
Thos.  B.  Jones 

Phone  224  WHITBY 

S.  F.  MURDOCH 
Confectioner 

Phone  230  Whitby 


Established  1840 


Canada's  Oldest  Music  House 


APPEALING 

to  all  who  love  the  finest  of  things 
musical,  the 

NORDHEIMER 
GRAND 

entirely  fulfils  the  desire  for  an  in- 
strument supremely  beautiful  in  tone, 
and  case  architecture. 

NORDHEIMER 

PIANO  AND  MUSIC  CO.,  LIMITED 

220  Yonge  St.  Cor.  Albert 

TORONTO 
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For  years  we  have  served  the  most 
discriminating  people  vv^ith  our 
products.     Our  Ice  Cream 
Creations  are  made 
for  the  most 
exacting 
tastes 


Dresses,  Bloomers  and 
Athletic  Outfits 

FOR  COLLEGE  and  SCHOOL  GIRL 


If  your  merchants  do  not  carry  "Sail- 
or Maid"  Garments,  write  us  direct 

Nautical  Togs 

Limited 

93  Spadina  Ave.      ■  Toronto 
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jFre6K*  William    Cjotide  ^  Sons 

'  Lyonde   is   the    King    of    Canadian    Photographers."  —  Toronto   Saturday  blight 

"  His  hands  have  turned  and  posed  the  heads  of  nearly  every  Society  lady  in  Canada." 

—  Toronto  Sunday  World 

188  Yonge  Street  (at  Queen)  ,  .  -  Toronto 


Lunch 

Dinner 

BINGHAM'S 

YONGE  STREET 

TORONTO 

Candy 

Ice  Cream 

DRINK 

"Gold  Medal"  Coffee 

and 

Kolona  " 

Always  in  Sealed  Packages 

EBY  -  BLAIN.  LIMITED 

Wholesale  Groceries  -  -  TORONTO 
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ONTARIO  LADIES'  COLLEGE 


and  Ontario  Conservatory  of  Music  and  Art 


WHITBY 


ONTARIO 


CANADA 


Take  note  of  the  following  special  advantages  that  are  offered  to  students 
by  the  Ontario  Ladies'  College,  Whitby,  that  are  not  duplicated  by  any  other 
college  in  the  Dominion: 

The  greatest  efficiency  combined  with  modern  expense,  just  what  is 
needed  in  this  time  of  financial  stringency. 

Safe  and  delightful  environment  away  from  the  interruptions  and  dis- 
tractions of  a  city  street. 

Within  a  few  miles  of  a  large  city,  with  an  easy  access  to  two  steam 
railroads  and  soon  by  electric  car,  to  hear  the  best  concert  talent  that  comes 
to  this  country. 

Buildings  and  grounds  unequalled  by  any  Ladies'  College  in  the  Dominion. 

The  largest  and  best  equipped  gymnasium,  used  exclusively  for  gym- 
nastic exercises,  the  most  inviting  swimming  pool,  shower  baths,  etc. 

Superior  table,  well  supplied  with  wholesome,  varied  and  well-cooked 
food. 

Association  with  refined  and  representative  young  women  and  girls  that 
enter  the  college  for  work,  and  are  as  a  rule  actuated  by  the  highest  ideals 
of  right  thinking  and  acting. 

Infirmary  for  ordinary  illness  under  the  motherly  care  of  the  college 
nurse,  and  an  isolated  ward  or  flat  for  contagious  diseases. 

Definite  training  in  the  elements  of  courtesy  and  refinement,  and  in  the 
authoritative  social  usages  of  good  society. 

Expert  instruction  by  the  ablest  specialists,  in  Literature,  Music,  Fine 
Art,  Elocution,  Commercial  and  Domestic  Science  subjects. 

A  full  Normal  course  in  Physical  Culture,  leading  to  a  teacher's  diploma. 

A  model  farm  adjoining  the  College  property,  and  used  as  a  basis  of 
supply  for  the  choicest  fruits,  vegetables,  milk,  etc. 

"Undoubtedly  the  best  I  have  seen  in  Canada." — Lord  Aberdeen. 

Do  you  not  wish  to  spend  a  year  or  two  in  such  an  ideal  home  and 
enjoy  such  special  advantages? 

Perhaps  a  little  effort  on  your  part  will  secure  this  great  privilege. 

Write  for  calendar  and  further  information  to 


REV.  F.  L.  FAREWELL,  B.A.,  PrlncipaL 
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Delicious 


— and  the  handiest 
form  of  good  candy 


For  that  candy  -  snack 
you  crave  when  a  real, 
healthy  out-doors  hun- 
ger begins  to  make 
itself  felt  —  you  can't 
beat  Neilion  Bart. 

Put  a  couple  in  your 
pocket  before  the  game, 
motor  jaunt  or  hike* 
Try  them  for  that  after- 
noon "tired  feeling." 

The  best  candy- 
value  in  Canada 


Chocolate  Bars 

Over  40  Different  Kinds 


